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PRO LOGUE 


T* doubtful 7 225 Gentlemen, Pre- 


i 


Upon if 1 we have in Hand, 
May breed Suſpence, and v. rong fully 
4 diſturb 
The peaceful Quiet of your ſettled Thoughts: 
To flop which Scruple, let this brief ſuffice, 
It is no pamper d Glutton we preſent, 
Nor aged Counſellor to youthful Sin; | 
But one, whoſe Virtue ſhone above the reſt, 
A valiant Martyr, and a virtuous Peer, 
In whoſe true Faith and Loyalty expreſt 
Unto his Sovereign, and his Country seal: 
We ſtrive to pay that Tribute of our Love 
Nour Favours merit; let fair Truth be 
gra A » 
Since jorg'd Invention former time defac d. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ä ING Henry the Fifth. Tn 
Sir Fohn Oldcaſtle, Lord Cobham. 


Har e Servant to the Lord Cobham. 
Herbert, with Gough his. Man. 
12 Powwis, with Owen, and Day, his Men. 
The Mayor of Hereford, and Sheriff of Herefordſhire, 
with Bailifs and Servants. 
Two Judges of Aſſize. 
The Biſhop of Rochefter, and Clun his Sumner. 
Sir John the Parſon of I rotham, and Doll his Concubine. 
The Duke of Selk. 
The Earl of Huntington. 
'The Earl of Cambridge. 
Lord Scroop. 
Lord Grey 
Chartres * French A gent. 


| Sir Roger Acton. 


Sir Richard Lee. 

Maſter Bourn, 

Maſter Beverley, Rebels. 
Murley, the Brewer of Du eflable. | 

Maſter Butler, Gentleman of the Privy-Chamber, 


Lady Cobham. 
Lady Pos. 
Cromer, Sheriff of Kent, 


Lord Warden of the Cingue- Ports. 


Lieutenant of the Tower. 

The Mayor, Conſtable, and Goaler of St. Alban. 
A Kentiſb Conſtable and an Ale-man, | 
Soldiers and old Men begging. 

Dick and Tom, Servants to Murley, 

An Triſhman. 


An Hoſt, Hoſtler, a Carr r, and Kate. 
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Sir John Oldcaſtle. 


ACTI dei 


Enter Sheriff, Lord Herbert, Lord Powis, 
Owen, Bailiff, Gough, and Davy. 


SI. 


Lords, I charge ye in his Highneſs's 

xs Name to keep the Peace, you and 
your Followers, | 
2 Her. Good Maſter Sheriff, look unto 

IT yourſelf. | 

Paw, Do ſo, for we have other Bu- 

fineſs. [Proffer to fight again, 

Sher. Will ye diſturb the Judges, and the Aſſiae? 

Hear the King's Proclamation, ye were belt. 

Pov. Hold then let's hear it. n 
Her. But be brief, ye were beſt. 5 
Bail. O yes. 
Dav. Goſſone, make ſhorter O, or ſhall mar your 
Bail, O yes. [ Ves. 


N Owen. 
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Oven. What, has her nothing to ſay, but O yes? 
Hail. O yes. | 
Dav, O nay, py coſs plut, down with her, down 


with her. A Powis, a Powwis. 
* Gough, A Herbert, a Herbert, and down with Powis. 


[ Helter Skelter again. 
Sher. Hold, in the King's Name, hold. 
Owen. Down with a Knave's Name, down. 
[In the Fight the Bailiff is knock'd down, and the Sheriff 
and the others run away. | 
Her. Powis, I think thy Welſh and thou do ſmart. 
Pow. Herbert, I think my Sword came near thy Heart. 
Her. Thy Heart's beſt Blood ſhall pay the loſs of mine, 
Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert, | 
Dav. A Powis, a Powis. 


As they are fighting, Enter the Mayor of Hereford, his 
Officers and Townſmen with C lubs. 


May. My Lords, as you are Liegemen to the Crown, 


"True Nob!emen, and Subjects to the King, 


Attend his Highnefs's Proclamation, 

Commanded by the Judges of Aſſize, 

For keeping Peace at this Aſſembly. 

* Her. Good Maſter Mayor of Hereford, be brief. 

May. Serjeant, without the Ceremonies of O yes, 
Pronounce aloud the Proclamation. 

Ser. The King's Juſtices perceiving what publick Miſ- 
chief may enſue this private Quarrel ; in his Majeſty's 
Name, do ſtraitly charge and command all Perſons, of 
what Degree foever, to depart this City of Hereford, ex- 
cept ſuch as are bound to give Attendance at this Aſſize, 
and that no Man preſume to wear any Weapon, eſpeci- 
ally Welſh-Hooks, Foreſt-Bills, > Þ 
Oben. Haw? No pill nor Wells hoog ? ha? 

Alay. Peace, and hear the Proclamation. _ 

Ser. And that the Lord Poawis do A diſperſe and 


Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert SF; 
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In this Fight the Lord Herbert is wounded, and falls to 

' the Ground, the Mayor and his Company cry for Clubs: 
Powis runs awvay, Gough and Herbert's Faction are 
buſy about him. Enter the two Judges, the Sheriff 
and his Bailiffs afore them, &C. | 


1 Jud. Where's the Lord Herbert? Is he hurt or ſlain 

Sher. He's here, my Lord. 

2 Jud. How fares his Lordſhip, Friends? 

Gough. Mortally wounded, ſpeechleſs, he cannot live. 

I Fad. Convey him hence, let not his Wounds tale 

3 | | 

And get him dreſt with Expedition, | 

* ſE _ Herbert and Gough. 
Maſter Mayor of Hereford, Maſter Sheriff o th' Shue, 
Commit Lord Poxwis to ſafe Cuſtody, 
To anſwer the Diſturbance of the Peace, 
Lord Herbert's Peril, and his high Contempt 
Of us, and you the King's Commiſſioners, 
See it be done with Care and Diligence. | 

Sher. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip, my Lord Powis is gone, 
paſt all 13 N 

2 Jud. Vet let ſearch be made, 

To apprehend his Followers that are leſt. 
Sher. There are ſome of them: Sirs, lay hold of them. 
Oven. Of us? and why? what has her done, I pray 
ou ? : 
F Sher. Difarm them, Bailiffs. 

May. Officers aſſiſt. 

Dav. Here you, Lord Shudge, what reſſon for this? 

Oven. Coſſoon, pe pulſe for fighting for our Lord ? 

1 Jad. Away with them. 

Dav. Harg you, my Lord. 

Ouen. Gough my Lord Herbert's Man's a ſhittenKnave, 

Dav. Ice live and tye in good Quarrel. 

Oaben. Pray you do ſhuſtice, let awl be Priſon. 
Ss. =: 

rd Shudge, I wool give you pale, good Surety. 

2 Fud, What Bail? what Sdreties? 

Dgv. Her Cozen ap Rice, ap Evan, ap Morice, ap 
Morgan, ap Lluellyn, ap Madoc, ap Meredith, ap 
Grifin, ap Davy, ap Owen, ap Shinkin Shones. 7 
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2 Jad. Two of the moſt ſufficient are enow. * - 
Sher. And't pleaſe your Lordſhip theſe are all but one, 
1 Jud. To Goal with them and the Lord Herbert's Men 

We'll talk with them, when the Aſſize is done. [Exeynt. 

Riotous, audacious, and unruly Grooms, 

Muſt we be forced to come from the Bench, 

To quiet Brawls, which every Conſtable 

In other civil Places can ſuppreſs ? | 
2 Jud. What was the Quarrel that caus'd all this tir 2. 
Sher. About Religion, as I heard, my Lord. 

Lord Powi:'s detracted from the Power of Rome, 

Affirming Wicki;f*s Doctrine to be true, 

And Rome's Erroneous : Hot Reply was made 

By the Lord Herbert, They were Traitors all 

That would maintain it. Poaeis anfwer'd, 

They were as true, as noble, and as wiſe, 

As he, that would defend it with their Lives, 

He nam'd, for inſtance, Sir Tobn Oldcaſtle, | 

The Lord Cobham : Herbert reply'd again, * 

He, thou, and all are Traitors chat ſo hola. | | 

The Lye was giv'n, the ſeveral Factions drawn, 

And ſo enrag'd, that we could not appeaſe it. | 
1 Jud. This Cafe concerns the King's Pre ive, 

And 'tis dangerous to the State and Commonwealth. 

Gentlemen, Juſtices, Maſter Mayor, and Maſter Sheriff, 

It doth behove us all, and each of us 

In general and particular, to have care, 

For the ſupreſſing of all Mutinies, . | 

And all Aſſemblies, except Soldiers Muſters, 

For the King's Preparation into France, | 

We hear of ſecret Conventicles made, 

And there is doubt of ſome Conſpiracies, 


Which may break out into rebellious Arms 


When the King's gone, perchance before he go: 
Note as an inſtance, this one perilous Fray, 
What Factions might have grown on either part, 
To the Deſtruction of the King and Realm: 
Yet, in my Conſcience, Sir Fohn Oldcaſtlè's 
Innocent of it, only his Name was us'd. 
We therefore from his Highneſs give this Charge : 
You Maſter Mayor, look to your Citizens; 
Yau Maſter Sheriff, unto your Shire; and you 2 
3 
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As Juſtices i in every one's Precinct 

There be no Meetings. When the vulgar Sort 

Sit on their Ale-Bench, with their Cups and * | 
Matters of State be not their common Talk, | 
Nor pure Religion by their Lips prophan'd, | 
And there examine further of this Fray. | 


Enter a Bailiff and a Serjeant. 


Sher. Sirs, have ye taken the Lord Paws xt 
Bail. No, nor heard of him 

Ser. No, he's gone far enough, 

2 Jud. They are left behind "Ip anſwer all. 


ban 5 


Enter the Duke of Suffolk, Biſhop of Rocheſter, Maſter” 
Butler, Sir John the Parſon of Wrotham. 
Suf. age 9 Biſhop, take free Liberty 
To ſpea ind; what is your Suit to us ? 
47 N noble Lord, no more than what you. - 
now, 
And have been oftentimes inveſted with: 
Grievous Complaints have paſs'd between the Lips 
Of envious Perſons to upbraid the Clergy, 
Some 2 at the Livings which we have, 
And others ſpurning at the Ceremonies 
That wes of ancient Cuſtom: in the Church. 
Amongſt the which, Lord Cobham is a Chief: 
What Inconvenience may proceed hereof, 
Both to the King, and to the Commonwealth, 
May eafily be diſcern'd, _— like a Frenſy 
This Innovation ſhall poſſeſs their Minds. 
Theſe Upſtarts will have Followers to uphold - 
Their damn'd Opinion, more than Harry ſhall 
To undergo his Quarrel * 'gainſt the French. 
Suf. What Proof is there againſt them to be had, 
That what you ſay the Law may juſtify ? 
Roch. 'They give themſelves the Name of Proteſtants, - 
And meet in Fields and ſolitary Groves, 
Sir J. Was ever heard, my Lord, the like till now ? 
That Thieves and Rebels, sblood Hereticks, 
Plain Hereticks, I'll ſtand to't to their Teeth, - 
Should have, to colour their vile PraQti:es, 
A Title of ſuch Worth, as Proteſtant? - 3 
Ag. Eniin” 


| 
ö 


There 
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Enter one «with a Letter. 
Sf. O but you muſt not ſwear, it ill becomes 
One of your Coat, to rap out bloody Oaths. - 
Roch, Pardon him, gocd my Lord, it is his Zeal. 
An honeſt Country-Prelate, who laments 


Jo fee ſuch foul Diſorder in the Church. 


Sir F. There's one, they call him Sir John Oldcaſtle, 
He has not his Name for nought : For, like a Caſtle, 
Doth he encompaſs them within his Walls. ha 
But, till that Caſtle be ſubverted quite, 

We ne'er fhall be at Quiet in the Realm. 

Roch. This is our Suit, my Lord, that he be ta'en, 
And brought in Queſtion for his Hereſy: 
Beſide, two Letters brought me out of Wales, 

Wherein my Lord of Hertford writes to me, 

What Tumult and Sedition was begun, 

About the Lord Cobham, at th'Aſhzes there; 

For they had much ado to calm the Rage : 

And that the valiant Herbert is there lain. 

Suf. A Fire that mult be quench'd. Well, ſay no more; 
'The King anon goes to the Council Chamber, 
ebate of Matters touching France ; 

As he doth paſs by, I'll inform his Grace 
Concerning your Petition. Maſter Butler, 
If 1 forget, do you remember me. 

But. J will, my Lord. 

Roch. Not as a Recompence, 

But as a Token of our Love to you, [Ofers bim a Purſe. 
By me, my Lords, rgy doth ent 

This Purſe, and in it full a 1 houſand Angels, 

Praying your Lordſhip to accept their Gitt. 

Sf. I thank them, my Lord Biſhop, for their Love, 


But will not take their Money ; if you pleaſe 


To give it to this Gentleman, you may. - | 
Roch. Sir, then we crave your Furtherance herein. 
But. The beſt I can, my Lord of Rochefter. 
Roch. Nay, pray take it; truſt me, j od ſhall. 
Sir 7. Were ye all three upon New-Market. Heath, 
Ye ſhould not need to firain Court'ſy who ſhould ha't, 
Sir John would quickly rid ye of that Care. 
Suf. The King is coming: Fear you not, my uy 1 


They 
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The very firſt Thing I will break with him 
Shall be about your Matter. 
Enter the King, and Earl of Huntington in Tall. 
King. My Lord of Suffolk, | 
Was it not ſaid the Clergy did refuſe 
To lend us Money our Wars in France ? 
Suf. It was, my Lord, but very wrongfully. 
King. I know it was: For Huntington here tells me, 
ve been very bountiful of late. - | | 
Suf. And ſtill they vow, my gracious Lord, to be ſoy, 
Hoping your Majeſty will think on them. 
As of your loving Subjects, and ſuppreſs 
All ſuch malicious Errors as begin 
To ſpot their Calling, and-difturb*the Church. 
King, God elfe forbid : why, Suffolk, 
Is there. any new Rupture to diſquiet them? 
Suyf. No new, my Lord, the old is great enough, 
And ſo increaſing, as if not cut down, 
Will breed a Scandal to your Royal State, 
And ſet your Kingdom quickly in an Uproar. 
The Kentiſb Knight, Lord Cobham, in Deſpight 
Of any Law, or Spiritual Diſcipline, 
Maintains this upſtart new Religion ſtill, 
And divers great A ſſemblies, by his Means, 
And private Quarrels are commenc'd abroad ; 
As by this Letter more at large, my Liege, is made ap- 
King. We do find it here, [parent,: 
There was in Wales a certain Fray of late 
Hetween two Noblemen. But, what of this? 
Follows i t ſtraight Lord Cobham muſt be he 
Did cauſe the fame? I dare be ſworn, good Knight, 
He never dream'd of any ſuch Contention. 
Rach, But in his Name the Quarrel did begin, 
About the Opinion which he held, my Liege. 
- Kings, What if it did ? was either he in Place 
To take Part with them? or abett them in it? 
If brabling Fellows, whoſe enkindled Blood 
Seeths in their fiery Veins, will needs go ſight, 
Making their Quarrels of ſome Words: that paſs d 3 
Either of you, or you, amongſt their Cups, 
Is the Fault yours 2 or, are. they guilty of it? | 
Sf: With Pardon of your Highneſs, my dread Lord, 
r «11.4 
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N SuciFficle Sparks neglected, may, in Time, 

& Grow to a mighty Flame: But that's not all, . 
He doth, befide, maintain a ſtrange 1" 

And will not be compell'd to come to Maſs. : 
F Rach, We do beſeech you therefore, gracious Prince, 
{| Without Offence unto your Majeſty, * E. A 
We may be bold to uſe Authority. 

|; * As how? | 
Noch. To ſummon him unto the Arches, 

Where ſuch Offences have their Puniſhment, | 

King. To anſwer perſonally, is that your Meaning? 
Roch. It is, my Lord. 
Ag. How if he appeal? | 
Noch. My Lord, he cannot in ſuch a Caſe as this. 

Sa. Not where Religion is the Plea, my Lord. 

1 77 I took it always, that our Self ſtood on't 

As a ſufficient _— : Unto whom 

T7} Not any but might lawfully appeal: 

But we'll not argue now upon that Point; 

For Sir John Oldcaftle, whom you accuſe, 

Let me intreat you to diſpence a-while 

With your high Title of Preheminence. [tr Seorn]. 

Report did never yet condemr him fo, FLIES: 
But he hath always been reputed loyal: 

And in my Knowledge I can 4 thus much. 

That he is virtuous, wiſe, and honourable. 

It any way his Conſcience be ſeduc'd 

= To waver in his Faith, I'll ſend for him, 

And ſchool him privately : if that ſerve not, 

Then afterward you may proceed againſt him, 
Butler, be you the Meſſenger for us, 

And will him preſently repair to Court. [Exits 
ö Sir J. How now, my Lord ? why ſtand you diſcontent? 
Inſooth, methinks, the King hath well decreed. - 
Roch. Ay, ay, Sir John ; if he would keep hisWord: - 
| But I perceive he favours him ſo much, | 
As this will be to ſmall Effect, I fear, . 
Sir J. Why then I'll tell you what you're beſt to do: 
If you ſuſpect the King will be but cold ty 
In reprehending him, ſend you a Proceſs tos 

| 'To ſerve upon him ; ſo you may be ſure — 
77 make him anbwer't, bowloever it fall 
| | | Roch; 
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Roch. And well remembred, I will have it ſo; - 
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A Sumner ſhall be ſent about it ſtraight, _ [Zi. 


Sir F. Vea, do ſo. In the mean ſpace this remains 
For kind Sir aba of Nrotham, honeſt Fact: '{ 
Methinks, the Purſe of Gold the Biſhop gave- 

Made a good Shew; it had a tempting Look: 

Beſhrew me, but my Fingers-Ends do itch nk 
To be upon thoſe golden Ruddocks. Well, tis thus; 
1 am not as the World doth take me for : 

If ever Wolf were cloathed in Sheep's Coat, 

Then I am he; old huddle and twang, i'Faith : 

A Prieſt in Shew ; but, in plain Terms, a Thief: - 

Yet let me tell you too, an Thief. 

One that will take it where it may be ſpar d; 

And ſpend it freely in good Fellowſhip. 

J have as many Shapes as Proteus had 
That {till when any Villany is done, , 
There may none ſuſpect it was Sir Jabn: 

Beſides, to comfort me, (for what's this Life, 

Except the crabbed Bitterneſs thereof. 

Be ſweetned now and then with Letchery ? ) 

I have my Doll, my Concubine as 'twere, 

To frolick with, a luſty bouncing Girl. 

But whilſt I loiter here, the Gold may ſcape; 

And that muft not be ſo; it is mine own, 

Therefore F'll meet him on his Way to Court, 


And ſhrive him of it, there will be the Sport. (Exit: 


Enter four poor People, fome Soldiers,. ſome Old Men. | 
1. God help, God help, there“ Law for puniſking ; 
But there's no Law for Neceſlity : | 
There be more Stocks to ſet poor Soldiers in, 
Than there be Houſes to relieve them at. 


Oli Man. Ay, Houſe-keeping s in every Place, 


Even as St. Petey writ ; Still worſe and worſe, 


2. Maſter Mayor of Rochefter has given Command, 


That none ſhall go abroad out of the Pariſh ; and has 
ſet down an Order, Forſooth, what every poor Houſe- 
holder muſt give fer our Relief: where there be ſome 


ſefled, I may fay to you, had almoſt as much Need to 


as we. | 
1. It is a hard World the while. e | 


Old Man. If a poor Man aſk at a Door, For 22 
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Sake, they aſk him for a Licence or a Certificate from 


a Juſtice, 3 | 
2. Faith ! we have none but what we bear upon our 

Bodies, our maim'd Limbs ;. God help us. 

4. And yet as lame as I am I'll with the King into 
France, if I can but crawl a Shipboard ;. I had rather 
be ſlain in France than ſtarve in England. 

Old Man. Ha! were I but as luſty as I was at 
Shrewsbury-Battle, I would not do as I do: but we are 
new come to the good Lord Cobham's Houſe, the beſt 
Man to the Poor in all Kent. 

4. God bleſs him; there be but few ſuch. 

Enter Cobham vith Harpool. 

a Thou peeviſh froward Man, what wouldſb thou 
ve? | 
Har. This Pride, this Pride, brings all to Beggary. 

I ſerv'd your Father and your Grandfather ;- 

Shew me two fuch Men now : No, no; 

Your Backs, your Backs: The Devil and Pride 

Has cut the Throat of all good Houſe-keeping ; 


They were the beſt Yeomens Maſters that 
Ever were in England. ' 


Cob. Vea; except you have a Crew of filthy Enaves 
And ſturdy Rogues ſtill feeding at my Gate, | 
There is no Hoſpitality with the. 

Har. They may ſit at the Gate well enough; but the 
Devil of any Thing you give them, except they'll eat 
Stones. 

Cob. Tis along then of ſuch hungry Knaves as you: 
Vea, Sir; here's your Retinue, your Gueſts be come: 
They know their Hours I warrant you. 

Old Man. God bleſs your Honour; God fave the 
good Lord Cobham, and all his Houſe. 

Sold. Good. your Honour, beftow your ' bleſſed Alma 
upon poor Men. 

Cob. Now, Sir; here be your Alms-Knights : : 
Now are you as ſafe as the Emperor. | 
Har. My Alms-Knights ? Nay, they are yeurs: 

It is a Shame for you; and I'll ſtand to it, - 

Your fooliſh Alms maintains more Vagabonds 

Than all the Noblemen in Kent beſide. Me 

Out ye Rogues; ye Knaves ; work for un 
as 


2 
las | 
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Alas! poor Men! they may beg their Hearts out 
There's no more Charity among Men 
Than amongſt ſo many Maſtive Dogs. 
What make ye here, ye needy Knaves? 
Away, away, ye Villains. | 

2. Sold. I beſeech you, Sir, be ; 

Cob. Nay, nay; they know thee well enough: I 
think that all the in this Land are thy Ac- 
quaintance. Go beſtow your Alms ; none will controul 

ou, Sir. - 
: Har. What ſhould I give them ? You are ſa 
beggarly, that you can ſcarce give a Bit of Bread at 
your Door: You talk of your Religion ſo long, that 
you have baniſhed Charity frem you: A Man may 
may make a Flax-Shop in your Kitchen-Chimney for 
any Fire there is ſtirring. 

Cob. If thou wilt give them nothing, ſend them 
hence : Let them not ſtand here n in the Cold. 

Har. Who, I drive them hence? If I drive poor 
Men from the Door I'Il be hang d: I know not what 
I may come to myſelf. God help ye poor Knaves; ye 
ſee the World. Well, you had a Mother: O God be 
with thee good Lady ; thy Soul's at Reſt: She gave 
more in Shirts and Smocks to poor Children than you- 
ſpend in your Houſe ; and yet you live a ar too. 

Cob. Even the worſt Deed tft ever my Mother did 
was relieving ſuch a Fool as thou. | 

Har. Ay I am a Fool ſtill: with all your Wit you'll 
die a Beggar; go too. 

Cob. Go, you old Fool; give the poor People Some- 
thing : Ge in, poor Men, inte the inner Ceurt ; and 
take ſuch Alms as there is to be had. hp 

Sold. 2 bleſs your Honour. 3 * 

Har. Hang ye Rogues, hang ye; there's nothin 
but Miſery Jo ſt * 8 Law, you. [E — 

Ola Man. Gol bleſs you good Maſter Ra/ph; God 
fave your Life; you are good to the Poor ſtill. [Exeun; 

Enter the Lord Powis diſguiſed : 

Cob. What Fellow's yonder comes along the Grove? 
Few Bafſengers there be that know this Way: 
Methinks, he ſtops, as though he ſtaid for me; 
And meant to ſhroud himſelf among the _ 
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I know the Clergy hate me to the Death; 


And my Religion gets me many Foes ; 
And this may be ſome deſperate Rogue 
Suborn'd to work me Miſchief: as pleaſeth God. 
If he comes toward me, ſure, I'll ſtay his Coming: 
Be he but one Man, whatſoever he be. 
| [ Lord Powis comes on. 
J have been well acquainted with that Face. 
Pow. Well met, my honourable Lord and Friend. 
Cob. You are welcome, Sir; whoe'er you be: 
But of this ſudden, Sir, I do not know you. 
Pow. I am one that wiſheth well unto your Honour; 
My Name is Powis ; an old Friend of yours. ; 
Cob. My honourable Lord, and worthy Friend; 
What makes your Lordſhip thus alone in Kent ? 
And thus diſguiſed in this ſtrange Attire ? 
Pow. My Lord, an unexpected Accident 
Hath at this Time enforc'd me to theſe Parts ; 
And thus it happ'd. Not yet full five Days ſince, 
Now at the laſt Afſize at Hereford, - 
Tt chanc'd. that the Lord Herbert and myſelf, 
Mongſt other Things diſcourſing at the Table, 
To fall in Speech about ſome certain Points 
Of Wicklig”s Doctrine gainſt the Papacy, 
And the Religion Catholick maintain'd 
Through the moſt Part of Exrope at this Day; 
The wilful teſty Lord ſtuck not to ſay, 
That Wicklif was a Knave, a Schiſmatick ; 
His Doctrine deviliſh and heretical : 
And whatſoever he was maintain'd the ſame, 
Was Traitor both to God, and to his Country. 
Being moved. at his peremptory Speech, 
I told him, ſome maintain'd thoſe Opinions; 
I Men, and truer Subjects than Lord Herbert was: 
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And he replying in Compariſons, 

Your Name was urg'd, my Lord, againſt this Challenge, - 
To be a perfe& Favourer of the Truth, Wt 
And to be ſhort, from Words we fell to Blows, . ' 

| Our Servants and our Tenants taking Parts; 

Many on both Sides hurt: and for an Hour, 

The Broil by no means could be pacified, 
| 

| 


Until the Judges riſing from the 8 2 
ack, Judges ring Bench, We 
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Were in their Perfons fore'd to part the Fray. 

Cob. I hope no Man was violently ſlain. | 

Pow, Faith! none, I truſt, but the Lord Herber:'s 
Who is, in Truth, ſo dangerouſly hurt, [Self ;. 
As it is doubted he can hardly ſcape. | | 

Cob. J am ſorry, my good Lord, of this ill News. 

Poab. This is the Cauſe that drives me into Kent, 
To ſhroud myſelf with you ſo good a Friend ; 
Until I hear how Things do ſpeed at home. 
Cs Your Lordſhip is moſt welcome unto Cobham -- 
But I am very ſorry, my good Lord, | 
My Name was brought in Queſtion in this Matter, 
Conſidering I have many Enemies, | 
That threaten Malice, and do lie in wait 
To take the vantage of the ſmalleſt Thing: 
But you are welcome, and repoſe your Lordſhip ;. 
And keep yourſelf here ſecret in my Houſe, 
Until we hear how the Lord Herbert ſpeeds. 

| f Enter Harpool. 
Here comes my Man: Sirrah, what News? . 
Har. Yonder's one Mr. Butler of the Privy Cham- 

ber, is ſent unto you from the King. 

Pow. Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead, and: 
the King hearing whither I am gone, hath ſent for me. 
Cob. Comfort yourſelf, my Lord ; I warrant you. 

Har. Fellow, what ails thee ?- do'ft thou quake? 
do'ſt thou ſhake ? do'ſt thou tremble ? ha! 1 
Cob. Peace, you old Fool: Sirrah, convey this Gen- 
tleman in the back - way; and bring the other into the 


Walk. | 
Har. 12 Sir; you're welcome, if you love my 
Pow, Gramercy, gentle Friend. — 


Cob. I thought as much, that it would not be long 
Before I heard of ſomething from the King 
Aboet this Matter. 
Enter Harpool with Mafter Butler. 
Har. Sir, yonder my Lord walks; you ſee him: 
Pll have your Men into the Sellar the while: 
Cob. Welcome, good Maſter Butler. 
But. Thanks, my good Lord : his Majeſty doth com- 
mend his Love*unto your Lordſhip ; and wills you to 
repair. unto the Court, . one, Cob. 
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Cob. God bleſs his Highneſs, and confound his Ene- 
mies, I hope his Majeſty is well ? | 

But. In good Health, my Lord. 

Cob. God Jong continue it: Methinks, you look as 
though you were not well, what ails ye, Sir ? 

But, Faith! I have had a fooliſh odd Miſchance, that 
angers me: Coming over Shooter's- Hill, there came one 
to me like a Sailor, and askt me, Money; and whilſt 
I ſtaid my Horſe to draw my Purſe, he takes the Ad- 
vantage of a little Bank, and leaps behind me, whips my 
Purſe away, and with a ſudden jerk, I know not how, 
threw me at leaſt three Yards out of my Saddle, I ne- 
ver was ſo rcbb'd in all my Life. 

Cob. Iam very ſorry, Sir, for your Miſchance: We 
will ſend our Warrant forth, to ſtay ſuch ſuſpicious Per- 
ſons as ſhall be found, then Mr. Butler we'll attend you. 

But. I humbly thank your Lordſhip, I will attend you. 

| Enter the Sumner, 

Sum. I have the Law to warrant what I de, and 
though the Lord Cobham be a Nobleman, that diſpenſes 
not with Law, I dare ſerve a Proceſs were he five No- 
blemen ; though we Sumners make ſometimes a mad 
ſlip in a corner with a pretty Wench, a Summer muſt 
not go always by ſeeing : A Man may be content tohide 
His Eyes where he may feel his Profit. Well, this is Lord 
Cobham's Houſe, if I cannot ſpeak with him, III clap 
my Citation upon's Door, ſo my Lord of Rochefter bade 
me; but methinks here comes one of his Men. 

Har. Welcome Good - fellow, welcome; who would'ſt 
thou ſpeak with? : 

Sum. With my Lord Cobham I would ſpeak, if thou 
be one of his Men. 

Har, Yes, I am one of his Men, but thou can'ſt not 
ſpeak with my Lord. | | 

Sum. May I ſend to him then? 

Har. I'll tell thee that, when I know thy Errand. 

Sum, I will not tell my Errand to thee... . 

Har. Then keep it to thy ſelf, and walk like a Knave 
as thou cam'ſt, 

Sum. I tell thee, my Lord keeps no Knaves, Sirrah. 

Har. Then thou ſerveſt him not, I believe. What 
Lord is thy Maſter ? a | 

Sum. My Lord of Recheſter. 12 Har, 
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Har. In good time: And what wouldſt thov have 
with my Lord Cobham ? 

Sum. I come, by virtue of a Proceſs, to cite him to a 
pear before my Lord in the Court at Rochefter. 
8 Har. Aſide. Well, God grant me Patience, I could 
eat this Counger. My Lord is not at home; therefore it 


a were good, Summer, you carried your Proceſs back. 
4 Sum. Why, if he will not be ſpoken withal, then 
x _ I leave it here, and ſee that he take Knowledge 
5 of it. 
4 Har. Zounds! you Slave, do you ſet up your Bills 
'3 here ? go too, take it down again, Do'ſt thou know what 
8 thou do'ſt? doꝰſt thou know on whom thou ſerveſt a Proceſs? 
; Sum. Yes, marry do I; on Sir Jobn Oldcaſtle, Lord 
© Cobham. 
4 Har. Tam glad thou knoweſt him yet: And Sirrah, 
b. do'ſt not know that the Lord Cobham is a brave Lord, that 
4 _ good Beef and Beer in his Houſe, and every Day 
4 a hundred poor People at's Gate, and keeps a hun- 
| dred tall Fellows ? | 
_ Sum. What's that to my Proceſs ? | 
11 Har. Marry this, Sir, is this Proceſs Parchment ? 
M Sum, Yes, marry is it. 
6 Har. And this Seal Wax? 
d Sum. It is ſo. 
f Har. If this be Parchment, and this Wax, eat you 
15 this Parchment and this Wax, or I will make Parchment 
of your Skin, and beat your Brains into Wax. Sirrah, 
> Sumner, diſpatch, devour, Sirrah, devour. 
Sum, Tam my Lord of Rochefter's Sumner, I came to 
do my Office, and thou ſhalt anſwer it. 
— Har. Sirrah, no railing; but betake your ſelf to your 
t Teeth, thou ſhalt eat no worſe than thou bring'ſt with 
” thee: thou bring'ſt it for my Lord, and wilt thou bring 
my Lord worſe than thou wilt eat thy ſelf ? | 
Sum. Sir, I brought it not my Lord to eat. | 
Har, O do you Sir me now ? all's one for that, I'll 
: make you eat it, for bringing it. 
Fe Sum, I canot eat it. | KEEN 
Har. Can you not? *sblood I'll beat you till you have 
: a Stomach. [ Beats him. 
* Sum. O hold, hold, good Mr. Servingman, I will 


eat ĩt. | Har, 


1 


20 The Hiſtory of 
Her. Be champing, be chawing, Sir; or I'll chav- 
2 you n rt ot pureſt of the Honey. 5 
Um. h ax is the pureſt H * 
Har. O Lord, Sir; oh, oh. 3 
Feed, tis wholſome, Rogue, wholeſome. ; 
Cannot you; like an honeft Sumner, walk with the- 
Devil your Brother, to fetch in your Bailiff's Rents ;: 
but you muſt come to a Nobleman's Houſe. with Proceſs ? 
If thy Seal was as broad as the Lead that covers Ro- 
cheſter- Church, thou ſhould'|t eat it. 
Sum. O, I am almoſt choak'd, I am almoſt choak' d. 
Har. Who's within there? Will you ſhame my Lord, 
is there no Beer in the Houſe ? Butler, I ſay. ; 
| Enter Butler. 
But. Here. here. 
Har. Give him Beer. [He Drinks. 
Theres; Tough old Sheepskins, bare dry Meat. 
Sam. O Sir, let me go no further, I'll eat my Word. 
Har. Vea, marry Sir, mean you fhall more than your 
own Word, for I'll make you eat all the Words in the Pro- 


| | ceſs, Why you Drab- monger, cannot the Secrets of all the 


Wenches in a Shire ſerve your turn, but you muſt come. 
hither with a Citation, with the Pox ? I'll cite you. 
A Cup of Sack for the Sumner. 

But. Here, Sir, here. 

Har. Here, Slave, I drink to thee. 

Har. Now if thou find'ſt thy Stemach well, becauſe- 
thou ſhalt ſee. my Lord keeps Meat in's Houſe, if thou 
wilt go in, thou ſhalt have a piece of Beef to thy Break · faſt, 

Sum. No, I am very well, good Maſter Serving- man, 
J thank you, very well, Sir. 

Har. I am glad on't, then be walking towards Ro- 
ebeſter to keep your Stomach warm. And Sumner, if I 
do know you diſturb a good Wench within this Dioceſe; 


1 | if I do not make thee eat her Petticoat,if there were fou 


Yards of Kentiſ6 Cloth in't, Iam a Villain. 
Sum, God be w'ye, Maſter Servingman. [Exits 
Har. Farewel, Sumner. FI 

Enter Conſtable. 
Con. Save you, Maſter Harpool. 8 

ml News with thee ?, * 


— , r —-wꝛw m ü ̃˙ w. ̃ m. . 4 RX | 
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Con. An't pleaſe you, Maſter Haypoo/, I am to 
-make Hue and Cry for a Fellow with one Eye, that has 
Tobb'd two Clothiers,and am to crave your Hindranceto 
ſearch all ſuſpected Places; and they ſay there was a 
Woman in the Com 


. | | 
Har. Haſt thou om at the Ale-houſe? Haſt thou 
Jought there? 
Con. I durſt not ſearch in my Lord Cobbam's Liber- 
ty, except I had ſome of his Servants for my Warrant. 


Har. An honeſt Conſtable, call forth him that keeps 
the Ale-houſe there. | 


Con. Ho! who's within there? 

Ale-man. Who calls there? Oh, it's you, Mr. Con- 
ſtable, and Mr. Harpoo! : You're welcome, with all my 
Heart; what make you here ſo early this Morning? 

Har. Sirrah, what Strangers do you lodge ? There is 
a Robbery done this Morning, and we are to ſearch for 
all ſuſpected Perſons. 2 

Ale-man.. Gods-bores, I am ſorry for't. I'faith, Sir, 
J lodge no body, but a good honeſt Prieſt, eall'd Sir 
Fur a Wrotham, and a handſome Woman that is his 

eice, that he ſays he has ſome Suit in Law for; and as 

they go up and down to Landon, ſometimes they lie at 
my Houle. 5 

Har. What, is ſhe here in thy Houſe now? 

Ale-man. She is, Sir : I promiſe you, Sir, he is a 
quiet Man; and becauſe he will not trouble too many |} 
Rooms, he makes the Woman lie every Night at his | 
Bed's Feet, nt | 

Har, Bring her forth, Conſtable, bring her forth , | 
let's ſee her, let's ſee her. | | 


Ale-man. Dorothy, you muſt come down tu Maſter 
Conſtable. * 1 


She Enters. 
Doll. Anon forſooth. JIE » 
Har. Welcome, ſweet Laſs ; welcome. 
Doll. I thank, you good Sir, and Maſter Conſtable alſo. 
Har. A plump Girl, by the Maſs ; a plump Girl; 
ha, Doll, ha. Wilt thou forſake the Prieſt, and go 
with me, Doll? | 
Con. Ah! well faid, Maſter Harpool, you are a 
merry old Man i'faith; you will never be old, now by 
the Mack, a pretty Wench indeed, _ Har. 
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Har. Ye old mad merry Conſtable, art thou advis'd 
of that? Ha, well ſaid Dol, fill ſome Ale here. 

Doll. afide. Oh ! if I wiſt this old Prieſt would not 
- Nick to me, by Jeve I would ingle this old Serving-man, 

Har. O you old mad Colt, i faith I'll ferk you: fill 
all the Pots in the Houſe there. | 

Con. Oh! well faid Maſter Harpoo], you are a Heart 
of Oak when all's done. 

Har. Ha Dell, thou haſt a ſweet pair of Lips, by 
the Maſs. 

Dall. Truly you are a ſweet old Man, as ever I ſaw ; 
by my Troth, you have a Face able to make any Wo- 

man in Love with you. | 
Har. Fill, ſweet Doll, Tl drink to thee, 

Doll. I pledge you, Sir, and thank you therefore, 
and I pray you let it come. 

Har. [Embracing ber.] Doll, can'ſt thou love me? A 
mad merry Laſs, would to God I had never ſeen thee. 

Doll. I warrant you, yon will not out of my Thoughts 
this Twelvemonth, truly you are as full of Favour, as any 
Man may be. Ah theſe ſweet Gray Locks, by my 
Troth, they are moſt lovely. 

Con. Cuds bores, Maſter|Harpool,T'll have one Buſs too. 

Har. No licking for you, Conſtable, hand off, hand off, 

Con. Berlady, I love Kiſſing as well as you, 

Doll. Oh, you are an odd „ You have a wanton 

Eye of your own : Ah you ſweet ſugar-lip'd Wanton, 

you will win as many Womens Hearts as come in your 

Company. we 
Enter Prieſt, 

Prieſt. Doll, come hither. 

Har. Prieſt, ſhe ſhall not. 

Doll. I'll come anon, ſweet Love. 

Prieft, Hand off, old Fornicator. 

Har. Vicar, I'll fit here in ſpight of thee, is this Stuff 
for a Prieſt to carry up and down with him ? 

Prieſt. Sirrah, doſt thou not know that a good Fellow 
Parſon may have a Chapel of Eaſe, where his Pariſh- 
Church is far off? 

Har. You Whorſon ſton'd Vicar. 

Prieft. You old Ruffian, you Lion of Cocſol. 
Har. Zounds, Vicar, I'll geld you. [Flies upon him. 

Cox, Keep the King's Peace. | Dall. 
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Doll. Murder, Murder, Murder 

Aleman. Hold, as you are Men, hold; for God's 
fake = nah put up your Weapons, you draw not in 
my Houſe. | | b 

Har. You Whorſon Bawdy Prieſt. 

Prieſt. You old Mutton-monger. 

Con. Hold, Sir Job, hold. 

Doll. I pray thee, Sweet- heart, be quiet, I was but 
fitting to drink a Pot of Ale with him, even as kind a 
Man as ever I met with. 

Har. Thou art a Thief, I warrant thee. 

Prieft. Then I am but as thou haſt been in thy 
Days, let's not be aſham'd of our Trade, the King hath 
been a Thief himſelf. 

Doll. Come, be ms haſt thou ſped ? 

Prieft. I have, Wench, here be Crowns i'faith. 

Doll. Come, let's be all Friends then. 

Con. Well ſaid, Miſtreſs Dorothy. 

1 Thou art the maddeſt Prieſt that ever I met | 
With. | | 

Prieſt. Give me thy Hand, thou art as good a 
Fellow : I am a Singer, a Drinker, a Bencher, a 
Wencher ; I can ſay a Maſs, and kiſs a Laſs : Faith, I 
have a Parſonage, and becauſe I would not be at too 
much Charges, this Wench ſerveth me for a Sexton, 

Har, Well ſaid, mad Prieſt, we'll in and be 1 

xXeunt, 
Enter Sir Roger Acton, Maſter Bourn, pg verley, 
' and Willam Murley the Brewer of Dunſtable. 
Ad. Now Maſter Marley, I am aſſur'd 
You know our Errand, and do like the Cauſe, . 
Being a Man affected as we are. | | 
Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my Dear: No Maſter, | 
ood Sir Roger Acton, Maſter Bourn, and Maſter Beverley, 
Gentlemen and Juſtices of the Peace, no Maſter, I, 
but plain Viiliam Murley the Brewer of Dunſtable, your 
honeſt Neighbour and your Friend, if ye be Men of my 
Profeſſion. | | Sy 
Bev. Profeſſed Friends to Vici: Foes to Rome. 
Mur. Hold by me, Lad, lean upon that Staff, good 
Maſter Beverley, all of a Houſe, ſay your Mind, fay 
your Mind. 
AX * | ; 


—— 
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AZ. Vou know our Faction now is grown ſo great 

Throughout the Realm, that it begins to ſm 

Into the Clergy's Eyes, and the King's Ears; 

High time it is that we were drawn to Head, 


Our General and Officers appointed. 


And Wars, ye wot, will ask great ſtore of Coin, 
Able to ſtrength our Action with. your Purſe, 


You are elected for a Colonel 
Over a Regiment of fiſteen Bands. 


Mur. Fue, paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro, be- 
it more or leſs upon occaſion, Lord have Mercy upon 
us, what a World is this! Sir Roger AZaon, I am but 
a De Man, a plain Brewer, ye know: Will 
juſty Cavaliering Captains (Gentlemen) come at my 
Calling, go at my bidding? Dainty my Dear, the be 
do a Dog of Wax, a Horſe of Cheeſe, a Prick a 
Pudding; no, no, ye muſt appoint, ſome Lord or K gt 
at leaſt, to that Place. 

Bou. Why, Maſter Marley, you ſhall be a * 
Were you not in Election to be Sheriff: 

Have you not paſs'd all Offices but that? 
Have you not Wealth to make your Wife 2 Lady ? 


- I warrant you, my Lord, our General, 


Beſtows that Honour on you, at firſt ſight. 
Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my Dear: 
But tell me, who ſhall be our General. 
Where's the Lord Cobham, Sir Fohn Oldeaſtle, 
That noble Alms-giver, Houſe-keeper, virtuous, . - 
Religious Gentleman ? Come to me dere Boys, N 
Come to, me there. 

Aa, Why, who but he ſhall be our a. ey 

Mur. And ſhall he Knight me, and male me Colonel; 

Ad. My word for that, Sir William Mur ley, Knight. 

Mur. Fellow, Fi Roger Acton Knight, all Fellows I 
mean in Arms, how ſtrong are we f how many Part- 
ners? Our Enemies, beſide the King, are mighty, be it 
more or leſs upon occaſion, reckon, our Force, 

AR. There are of us, our Friends, and Followers, 
Th thouſand and three hundred. at the leaſt: 
Of Northern Lads four thouſand, beſide Horle ; 29 88 
From Kent there comes with Sir Fohn Oldcaſple { 
Seven thouſand 3 then from London iflue out, 


Oo 


Lord have Mercy upon us, what a World is this! 
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Of Maſters, Servants, Strangers, Prentices, 
Forty odd thouſand into Ficket Field, 
Where we appoint our ſpecial Rendevouz. 
Mur. Fae, paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro, 


Where's that Ficket Field, Sir Roger ? 
Ach. Behind St. Giles's in the Field, near Holborn. 
Mur. Newgate, =; Holborn, St. Gile;'s in the Field, 
and to Tyburn, an old ſay. For the Day, for the Day? 
Ad. On Friday next, the Fourteenth Day of Fanuary ? 
 Mur, Tilly vally, truſt me never if I have any liking 


of that Day. Fue, paltry, paltry, Friday, quoth a, dit- 


mal day, Childermas-day this Year was Friday. 


Bev. Nay Maſter Murley, if you obſerve ſuch days, 
We make ſome Queſtion of your Conftancy. + 
All Days are alike to Men refolv'd in Right. 

Mu#. Say Amen, and ſay no more, but ſay and hold 
Maſter Beverly : Friday next, and Ficket Field, and Vn. 
Murley and his merry Men ſhall be all one: I have 
half a ſcore Jades that draw my Beer Cart, and every 
Jade ſhall bear a Knave, and every Knave ſhail wear a 
ſack, and every Jack ſhall have a Scull, and every 
Scull ſhall ſhew a Spear, and every Spear ſhall kill a 
Foe at Ficket Field, at Ficket Field: Fohn and Tom, 
Dick and Hodge, Ralph and Robin, Williani 4nd George, 
and all my Knaves ſhall fight like Men, at Ficket Field, 
on Friday next. 5 | 

Boy. What Sum of Money mean you to disburſe? 

Mur. It may be modeſtly, decently, and ſoberly, 
and handſomely, I may bring five hundred Pound. 

Ad. Five hundred, Man ? five thouſand's not enough, 
A hundred thouſand will not pay our Men 
Two Months together; either come prepar'd 
Like a brave Knight, and martial, Colonel, 

In glittering Gold, and gallant Furaiture, 
Bringing in Coin, a Cart-load at leaſt, | 


And all your Followers mounted on good Horſe, 


Or never come-diſgraceful to us all. 
Bew. Perchance you may be choſen Treaſurer, 
Ten thouſand Pound's the leaſt-that you can bring. 
Mur. Paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro: Upon 
occation I have ten l Pound to ſpend, and ten 
1900 
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too: And rather than the Biſhop ſhall have his will of 
me for my Conſcience, it ſhall all go. Flame and Flax, 
Flax and Flame, It was got with Water and Malt, 
and it ſhall fly with Fire and Gun- powder. Sir Roger, 
a Cart-load of Money tifl the Axletree crack; myſelf 
and my Men in Ficket Field on Friday next; remember 
my Knight-hood and my Place: there's my Hand, 
I'll be there. | [ Exit. 

Act. See what Ambition may perſuade Men to, 
In hope of Honour he will ſpend himſelf. 

Bou. I never thought a Brewer half ſo rich. 

Bev. Was never Bankrupt Brewer yet but one, 

With uſing too much Malt, too little Water, 
Ac. That's no fault in Brewers now-a-days - 
Come, away about our Buſineſs. [Exeunt, 
Enter King, Duke of Suffolk, Maſter Butler, Oldcaſtle, 

 Knceling to the King. | 
King. Tis not enough, Lord Csbham, to ſubmit, 
You mult forſake your groſs Opinion: 
The Biſhops find themſelves much injured, 
And though ſor ſome good Service you have done, 

We for our part are pleas'd to pardon you, 

Yet they will not ſo — be ſatisfy d. | 

Cob. My gracious Lord, unto your Majeſty, 
Next unto my God, I owe my Life; 

And what is mine, either by Nature's gift, 
Or Fortune's bounty, all is at your Service. 

But for Obedieuce to the Pope of Rome, 

I owe him none; nor fhall his ſhaveling Prieſts 
'That are in England, alter my Belief, 

Tf out of holy Scripture they can prove 

That I am in an Error, I will yield, 

And gladly take Inſtruction at their Hands: 
But otherwiſe, I do beſeech your Grace, 

My Conſcience may not be incroach'd upon. 

King. We would be loth to preſs our Subjects Bodies, 
Much leſs their Souls, the dear redeemed part 
Ot him that is the Ruler of us all : | 
Vet let me Counſel you, that might command; 
Do not preſume to tempt them with ill Words, 
Nor ſuffer any meetings to be had 
Within your Houſe, but to the uttermoſt 
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Diſperſe the Flocks of this new. gathering Sect. | 
f Cob. My Liege, if any Breath that dares come forth, 
's And ſay, my Life in any of theſe Points 
Deſerves th' attainder of ignoble Thoughts: 
1 Here ſtand I, craving no Remorſe at all, 
f WW But even the utmoſt Rigour may be ſhown. 


r King, Let it ſuffice, we know your Loyalty, 
X What have you there? 
A Cob. A Deed of Clemency, 


Your Highheſs. Pardon for Lord Powts Life, 
Which I did beg, and you, my noble Lord, 
Of gracious Favour did vouchſafe to grant. 
King. But yet it is not ſigned with our Hand, 
Cob. Not yet, my Liege. 
King. The Fact you ſay was done 
1 Not of propenſed malice, but by chance, 
4 Cob. Upon mine Honour fo, no otherwiſe. q 
| [ King Writes. 
King. There is his Pardon, bid him make amends, 
And 3 his Soul to God for his Offence, 
What we remit, is but the Body's Scourge. 
How now, Lord Biſhop ? 
Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter 
Rach. Juſtice, dread Sovereign, 

As thou art King, ſe grant I may have Juſtice. 
King. What means this Exclamation ? let us know& 
Rech. Ah, my good Lord, the State's abus d. 

And our Decrees moſt ſhamefully prophan'd. 

King. How? or by whom ? | 
Rech. Even by this Heretick, 
This Few, this Traitor to your Majeſty. 

Cob, Prelate thou lyeſt, even in thy greaſy Maw, 
Or whoſoever twits me with- the Name | 
Of either Traitor, or of Heretick. 

King. Forbear I ſay: and Biſhop, ſhew the Cauſe 

From whence this late Abuſe hath been deriy'd. 

„ Noch. Thus, mighty King, by general conſent 

A Meſſenger was ſent to cite this Lord 

To make appearance in the Conſiſtory : 

And coming to his Houſe, a Ruffian Slave, 

One of his daily Followers, met the Man, 

Who knowing him to be a Parator 
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Aſſaults him firſt, and after in contempt 


Of us, and our proceedings, makes him eat * 
The written Proceſs, Parchment, Seal and all: Or 
Whereby this Matter neither was brought forth, Bu 


Nor we but ſcorn'd for our Authority. 
King. When was this done. ls 
Roch. At ſix a Clock this Morning. | 
King. And when came you to Court ? 

Cob, Laſt Night, my Liege. 
King. By this it ſeems he 1s not guilty of it, 

And you have dene him wrong Yaccuſe him ſo. 
Roch, But it was done, my Lord, by his appointment, 

Or elſe his Men durſt not have been io bold. 

King. Or elſe you durſt be bold to interrupt 

And fill our Ears with frivolous Complaints, 

Is this the Duty you do bear to us ? 

Was't not ſufficient we did paſs our Word 

To ſend for him, but you miſdoubting it, 

Or which is worſe, intending to foreſtal 

Our Regal Power, muſt likewiſe ſummon him? 

This ſavours of Ambition, not of Zeal, 

And rather proves you malice his Eſtate, 

Than any way that he offends the Law. 

Go too, we like it not: And he your Officer 

Had his Deſert for being Inſolent. 


Enter Lord Huntington: 


That was imploy'd ſo much amiſs herein, 

So Cobham when you pleaſe you may part, 
Cob. I humbly bid farewel unto my Liege. [ Exit, 
King. Farewel ; what's the News by Huntington ? 
Hun. Sir Roger Acton, and a Crew, my Lord, 

Of bold Seditious Rebels, are in Arms, 

Intending Reformation of Religion. 

And with their Army they intend to pitch 

In Ficket Field, unleſs they be repuls'd. | 
King. So near our Preſerce? Dare they be ſo bold? 

And will proud War and eager thirſt of Blood, 

Whom we had thought to entertain far off, 

Preſs forth upon us in our Native Bounds ? 

Muſt we be forc'd to hanſel our ſharp Blades 

In England here, which we prepar'd for Fance? 5 

| Well, 


nt, 


we'll meet both him and them unto their Woe. 
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Well, a God's Name be it. What's their Number, ſay, 
Or who's the chief Commander of this Row ? - 

Hun, Their Number is not known as yet, my Lord, 
But tis reported, Sir John Oldcaſtle 
Is the chief Man, on whom they do depend, 

King. How? the Lord Cobham ? 

Hun. Yes, my gracious Lord. | 

Roch. I could have teld your Majeſty as much 
Before he went, but that I ſaw your Grace 
Was too much blinded by his Flattery. 

Suff. Send Poſt, my Lord, to fetch him back again, 

But. Traitor unto his Country, how he {mooth'd 
And ſeem'd as Innocent as Truth itſelf ! - 

King. I cannot think it yet he would be falſe: 
But if he be, no matter, let him go, 


Roch. 'This falls out well, and at the laſt I hope 
To ſee this Heretick die in a Rope. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Earl of Cambridge, Lord Scroop, Gray, 
and Chartres the French Factor. 


Scr. Once more, my Lord of Cambridge, make Re- 
hearſal | 
How you do ſtand intituled to the Crown, 

he deeper ſhall we print it in our Minds, 
And every Man the better be reſolv'd, 

When he perceives his Quarrel to be juſt, 

Cam. Then thus, Lord Scroop, Sir Thomas Gray, 
And you, Monſieur de Chartres, Agent for the French, 
his Lionel, Duke of Clarence (as I faid) 

hird Son of Edward (England's King) the Third, 
Had Iſſue, Philip his ſole Daughter and Heir; 

Vhich Philip afterward was given in Marriage 

o Edmund Mortimer the Earl of March, 
ind by him had a Son call'd Roger Mortimer; 

"hich Roger likewiſe had of his Deſcent, 
dmund, Roger, Ann and Elianor, 

wo Daughters, and two Sons, but of thoſe, three 
Dy'd withont Iflue : Ann, that did Survive, 

And now was left her Father's only Heir, 
My Fortuue was to marry, being too 
by my Grandfather of King Edward's Line: 
B 3 So 


* 


* 


30 The Hiſtory of 

So, of his Sirname I am call'd, you know. 

Richard Plantagenet, my Father was, 

Edward the Duke of York, and Son and He- 

To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third's firſt Son. 
Scroop. — it ſeems your Claim comes by your 

ife, 

As lawful Heir to Roger Mortimer, 

The Son of Edmund, which did ma Philip, 

Daughter and Heir to Lionel Duke of Clarence. 

Clan. True; for this Harry, and his Father both, 
Harry the Firſt, as platnly doth appear, 

Are falſe Intruders, and uſurp the Crown. 

For, when young Richard was at Pomfret ſlain, 

In him the Title of Prince Edward dy'd, 

That was the eldeſt of King Edward's Scns : 

William of Hatfield, and their ſecond Brother, 

Death in his Nc:iage had before bereft : 

So that my Wife deriv'd from Lionel. 

Third Son unto King Edward, ought proceed, 

And take Poſſeſſion of the Diadem | 
Before this Harry, or his Father King, 

Who fetch'd their Title but from Lancaſter, 

Fourth of that Royal Line. And being thus 

What Reaſon is't, but ſhe ſhould have her Right? 

Scr. I am reſolv'd, our Enterprize is juſt. 

Gray. Harry ſhall die, or elſe reſign his Crown. 

Char. Perform but that, and Charles the King of 

France 
Shall aid you, Lords, not only with his Men, 
But ſend you Money to maintain your Wars : | 
Five hundred thouſand Crowns he bade me proffer, 
If you can ftop but Harry's Voyage for France. 

Scr. We never had a fitter Time than now, 
The Realm in ſuch Diviſion as it is, 

Cam. Beſides, you muſt perſwade you, there is due 
Vengeance for Richard's Murther ; which, a'though 
It be deferr'd, yet will it fall at laſt, "Foe 
And now as likely as another Time. 

Sin hath had many Years to ripen in, 
And now the Harveſt cannot be far off, 
Wherein the Weeds'of Uſurpation | 
Are to be cropp'd, and caſt into the Fire. 
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Scr. we — Earl Cambridge; here I plight my 
alth, 

To ſet up thee and thy renowned Wife. | 
Gray, Gray will perform the ſame, as he is Knight. 
Char. And to affiſt ye, as I ſaid before, 

Chartres doth 'gage the Honour of his King. 

Scr. We lack but now Lord Cobbam's Fellowſhip, 

And then our Plot were abſolute indeed 
Cam. Doubt not of him, my Lord; his Life's purſu'd 

By the incenſed Clergy, and of late 

Brought in Diſpleaſure with the King, aſſures 

He may be quickly won to our Faction. 

Who hath the Articles were drawn at large 

Of our whole Purpoſe ? 

Gray. That have I, my Lord. | 
Cam We ſhould not now be far off from his Houſe, 

Our ſerious Conference hath beguil'd the Way: 

See where his Caſtle ſtands, give me the Writing, 

When we are come unto the Speech of him, 

Becauſe we will not ſtand to make recount 

Of that which hath been faid, here he ſhall read 

Our Minds at large, and what we crave of him. 

Enter Lord Cobham. | 
Scr. A ready Way; here comes the Man himſelf 

Booted and ſpurr d, it ſeems he hath been riding. 

Cam, Well met, Lord Cobham, 
Cob. My Lord of Cambridze, 

Your Honour is moſt welcome into Kent, 

And all the reſt of this fair Company. 

I am new-come from London, gentle Lords: 

But will ye not take Cowling for your Hoſt, 

And ſee what Entertainment it affords ? 

Cam. We were intended to have been your Gueſts : 

But now this lucky Meeting ſhall ſuffice ., 

To end our Buſineſs, and defer that Kindneſs. 

Cob. Buſineſs, my Lord? what Buſineſs ſhould 

Let you be merry ? we have no Delicates ; 

Yet this I'll promiſe you, a Piece of Veniſon, 

A Cup of Wine, and fo forth, Hunter's Fare: 

And, if you pleaſe, we'll ſtrike the — Les 

Shall fill our Diſhes with his well-fed Fleſh, 

Scr. That is, indeed, the Thing we all deſire. 
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Cob. My Lords, and you ſhall have your Choice 
with me. N 
Cam. Nay, but the Stag, which we deſire to ſtrike, 
Lives not in Cogoling: If you will conſent, 
And go with us, we'll bring you to a Foreſt, 
Where runs a luſty Herd; among the which 
There is a Stag ſuperior to the reſt; f 
A ſtately Beaſt, that when his Fellows run 
He leads the Race, and beats the ſullen Earth, 
As though he ſcorn'd it with his trampling Hoofs ; 
Aloft he bears his Head, and with his Breaſt, 
Like a huge Bulwark, counter checks the Wind : 
And when he ſtandeth ſtill, he ſtretcheth forth 
His proud ambitious Neck, as if he meant 
'To wound the Firmament with forked Horns. 
Cob. Tis Pity ſuch a goodly Beaft ſhould die. 
Cam. Not ſo, we Saks for he is tyrannous, 
And gores the other Deer, and will not keep 
Withia the Limits are appointed him. 
Of late he's broke into a Several, 
Which doth belong to me, and there he ſpoils 
Both Corn and Paſture, two of his wild Race 
Alike for Stealth, and covetous encroaching, 
Already are remov'd; if he were dead, 
I ſhould not only be ſecure from Hurt, 
But with his Body make a Royal Feaſt. 
Scr. How ſay you then, will you firſt. hunt with us? 
Cob. Faith, Lords, I like the Paſtime, where's che 
a Place? 
Cam. Peruſe this Writing, it will ſnew ye all; 
And what Occaſion we have for the Sport. [ He reads. 
Cob. Call ye this Hunting, my Lords? Is this the 
Sta 
You fain wow chaſe, Harry our dread King ? 
So we may make a Banquet for the Devil; 
And in the ſtead of wholeſome Meat, prepare 
A Diſh of Poiſon to confound ourſelves. 
Cam. Why ſo, Lord Cobham? See you not our 
Claim ? 
Ard how imperioufly he holds the Crown ? 
Scr. Beſides, you know yourſelf is in Diſgrace, 
Held as a Recreant, and purſu'd to Death, 
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This will defend you ſrem your Enemies, 

And 'ſtabliſh your Religion through the Land. 

Cob. Notorious Treaſon l yet I will conceal [ Aide. 
My ſecret Thoughts to ſoand the Depth of it. | 
My Lord of Cambridge, I do ſee your Claim, 

And what may redound unto the Land, 

By proſecuting of this Enterprize : | 

But where are Men ? where's Power and Furniture 

To order ſuch an Action? we are weak, 

Harry, you know's a mighty Potentate. 

Cam. Tut! we are ſtrong enough; you are belov'd, 
And many will be glad to follow you: 

We are the like, and ſome will follow us. 

Nay, there is Hope from France : Here's an Ambaſſador 

That promiſeth both Men and Money too. 

The Commons likewiſe, as we hear, pretend 

A ſudden Tumult, we will join with them. 

Cob. Some Likelyhood, I muſt confeſs, to ſpeed ; 
But how ſhall I believe this, in plain Truth? 

You are, my Lords, ſuch Men as live in Court, 

And have been highly favour'd of the -King, 

Eſpecially Lord Scroop, whom oftentimes 

He maketh choice of for his Bedfeilow ; 

And you, Lord Gray, are of his Privy-Council: 

Is not this Train laid to intrap my Life? 

Cam. Then periſh may my Soul; what, think you ſo.? 

Scr. We'll ſwear to you. 

Gray. Or take the Sacrament. 

Cob. Nay, ye are Noblemen ; and J imagine, 

As ye are honourable by Birth and Flood, 

So ye will be in Heart, in Thorght, in Word, 

I crave no other Teſtimony but this : 

That ye would a 1 ſibſcribe, and fet your Hands 

Unto this Writing ye gave to me. 

Cam. 4 all our Hearts: who hath any Pen and. 

; nk ? 

Scr. My Pocket ſho1i'd have one; O, here it is. 
Cam. Give it me, Lord Scraap: there is my Name. 
Scr. And there is my Name. 

Gray. And mire, a 

Cob. Sir, let me crave that you wen d likewiſe write 
your Name with theirs, for Conf mation of your Ma- 
ter's Words, the King of France, B 5 Ca, 
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Car. That will IJ, noble Lord. 
Cob. So, now this Action is well knit together, 

And I am for you; where's our Meeting, Lords ? 

Cam. Here, if you pleaſe, the tenth of July next. 
Cob. In Kent? agreed. Now let us in to Supper, 

J hope your Honours will not away to-night. 

Cam. Yes, preſently ;- for I have far to ride, 

About ſoliciting of other Friends, 

Scr. And we would not be abſent from the Court, 

Leſt thereby grow Suſpicion in the King. 

Cob. Yet taſte a Cup of Wine before ye go. 

Cam. Not now, iny Lord, we thank you: fo fare- 
wel. [Exeunt all but Cobham. 

Cob. Farewel, my noble Lords. My noble Lords ? 

My noble Villains, baſe Conſpirators; | 

How can they look his * Hong in the Face, 

Whom they ſo cloſely ſtudy to betray ? 

But I'll not ſleep until I make it known; _ 

This Head ſhall not be burthen'd with ſuch Thoughts, 

Nor in this Heart will J conceal a Deed 

Of ſuch Impiety againſt my King. 

Madam, how now ? ; 

Enter Lady Cobham, Lord Powis, Lady Powis, . 
and Harpool, 
L. Cob. You're welcome home, my Lord: 

Why ſeem you ſo unquiet in your Looks? 

What hath befall'n you that diſturbs your Mind? 

L. Pow. Bad News, I am afraid, touching my Hus- 
band. | ; [don 3; 

Cob. Madam, not ſo; there is your Husband's Par- 
Long may ye. live, each Joy unto the other. 
L. Paw So great a Kindneſs, as I know not how. 

to reply, my Senſe is quite confounded. * 
Cob. Let that alone; and Madam, flay me not: 

For | muſt back unto the Court again, 

With all the Speed I can: Harj:o/, my Horſe, 

L. Cob. So toon, my Lord? what will you ride all 
Night? 
Cob. All Night or Day, it muſt be fo, ſweet Wiſe; 

Urge me, not why, or what my Buſineſs is, 

But get you in: Lord Poauis bear with me. 

And Madam, think your Welcome ne'er the worſe ; 
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My Houſe is at your Uſe. Harpool, away. | 
Har: Shall I attend your Lordſhip to the Court? 
Cob. Yea, Sir, your Gelding ; mount you preſently, . 

i 13 „ [Exith. 

L. Cob. Prithee Harpool, look unto thy Lord; 

I do not like this ſudden poſting back. _ 

Pow; Some earneſt Buſineſs is a foot belike:; . 7 
Whate'er it be, pray God be his good Guide. 

L. Pow. Amen, that hath ſo highly us be- ſted. 

L. Cob. Come, Madam and my Lord, we'll hope the 
You ſhall not into Wales till he return. [beſt ;: 

Pow, Though great Occaſion be we ſhould depart, 
Yet, Madam, will we ſtay to be reſolved 
Of this unlook*d-for doubtful Accident. ¶Zxeunt. 

Enter Murley and his Menu prepared in Jome- 
. filthy Order for Var. 
Nur. Come, my Hearts of Flint; modeſtly, decently, 
ſoberly, and handſomly; no Man afore his Maſter: fol- 
low your Maſter, your Captain, your Knight that ſhall 
be, for the Honour of Meal men, Millers and Malt- men. 

Dun is the Mouſe : Dick and Tom for the Credit of Dun- 

fable, ding down the Enemy to-morrow. . Ye ſhall not 

come into the Field like Beggars. Where be Lecnard and 

Lawrence my two Loaders ? Lord have Mercy upon us, 

what a World is this? I would give a Couple of Shil- 

lings for a Dozen of good Feathers for ye, and. forty. 

Pence. for as many Scarfs to ſet you out withal. . Froit:} 

and Snow, a Man has no Heart to fight till he be brave. 

Dick, Mafter; we are no Babes, our Town Foot. Balls 
can bear Witneſs; this little parrel we have ſhall off, 
and we'll fight naked before we run away. _ 

Tom. Nay, I'm of Lawrence Mind for that; for he 
means to leave his Life behind him: he and Leonard, 

our two Loaders, are making their Wills, becauſe the 

ve Wives. Now. we Batchelors bid our Frien 
ſcramble for our Goods, if we die: But Maſter, pray 
let me. ride upon Cut. 

Mur. Meal and Salt, Wheat and Malt, Fire and Tow, 
Froſt and Snow; why Tem, thou ſhalt. Let me ſee; 
here are you; William and George are with my Cart; 
and Robin and Hodge holding my own two Horſes ; 
proper Men, handſome Men, tall Men, true * 6 
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Dick. But Maſter, Maſter, methinks you are mad t6 
8 your own Perſon, and a Card-Load of Money 
Tom. Vea, and Maſter, there's a worſe Matter in't; 
if it be as I heard ſay, we go fight againſt all the learn- 
ed Biſhops, that ſhould give us their Bleſſing, and if 
they Curſe us, we ſhall Speed ne'er the better. | 
Dick. Nay Birlady, ſome ſay the King takes their 
Part, and Maſter dare you fight againſt the King? 
| Mur. Fie paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro upon 
Occaſion, if the King be ſo unwiſe to come zhere, we'll 
fght with him too. via W448 
Tom, What, if ye ſhould kill the King? 
Mur. Then we'll make another. n 
Dic, Is that all? Do ye not ſpeak Treaſon? 
Mar. If we do, who dare trip us? We come to figlit 
For our Conſcience, and for Honour; little know you 
What is in my Boſom, Iook here mad Knaves, a pair of 
{1 gilt Spurs. Hee, 
| Tom. A pair of Golden Spurs? Why do you not put 
them on your Heels? Your Boſom's no place for Spurs. 
Mur. Be't more or leſs upon Occaſion, Lord have 
Mercy upon us. Tom thou'rt a Fool, and thou ſpeakeſt 
5 Treaſon to Knight. hood: Dare any wear Gold or Silver 
Spurs, till he be a Knight? No, I ſhall be Knighted 
To- morrow, and then they ſhall on: Sirs, was it ever 
read in the Church-book of Dun/table, that ever Malt- 
man was made Knight? \ | | | 
& Tom. No, but you are more: You are Meal man, 
& Malt-man, Miller, Corn-maſter, and all | 
Dick. Yea, and half a Brewer too, and the DeviT 
and for all Wealth: You bring more Money with you 
chan all the reſt. 
Maur. The more's my Honour, I fhall be a Knight 
To-morrow. Let me ſpoſe my Men, Tom upon Cut, 
Diel upon Hob, Hodge upon Ball, Ralph upon Sor rel, 
ing Robin upon the Fore-norle. 7 
4 Euter Acton, Bourn, ard Beverley. 
Poem, Stand, who comes there? i 
A. All Friends, good Fellow. 
= Ar, Friends and Fellows indeed, Sir Roger. 
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AX. Why, thus you ſhew your ſelf a Gentleman, 
To keep your Day, and come fo well prepared. 

Your Cart ſtands yonder guarded by your Men, 
Who tell me it is loaden well with Coin. | 

What Sam js there? | | "YN 
Mur. Ten thouſand Pound, Sir Reger, and modeſtly, 
decently, ſoberly, and handſomely, ſee what I have 
here againſt I be Knighted. 

AX. Gilt Spurs? Lis well. | 

Mur. Where's our Army, Sir ? 

AR. Diſperſt in ſundry Villages about; 

Some here with us in High gate, ſome at Finchley, 
Totnam, Enfild, Edmonton, Newington, 

Hlington, Hog ſdone, Pancredge, Renſington, 

Some nearer, Thames, Rate], " Blackwall and Bow: . 
But our chief Strength” muſt be the Londoners. 

Which, ere the Snn To-morrow ſhine, 

Will be near fifty Thouſand in the Field. 

Mur. Marry, God dild ye, dainty my Dear, but 
upon Occaſion, Sir Roger Acton, doth not the King 
know of it, and gather his Power againſt us ? 

AX. No, he's ſecure at Eltham. 

Mur. What do the Clergy ? 

AX. Fear extreamly, yet prepare no Force. 

Mur. In and out, to and fro, bully my Boykin, we 
ſhall carry the World afore us, I vow, by my Worſhip, 
when I am Knighted, we'll take the King napping, if. 
he ſtand on their Part, | 

AX. This Night we few in High-gate will repoſe, 
With the firſt Cock we'll riſe and arm our ſelves, 

To be in Ficket-field by break of Day, 

And there expect our General. 
Mar. Sir John Oldcaſtle, what if he comes not ? 
Bourn. Yet our Action ſtands. 

Sir Roger Acton may fupply his Place. 

Mur. True, Mr. Bourn, but who ſhall make me 
Knight ? . | 

Bev. He that hath Pow'r to be our General. 

AX. Talk not of trifles, come let us away, 

Our Friends of London long till it be Day [Exeunt. 
| Enter Prieſt and Doll. : 

Doll. By my troth, thou art as jealous a Man 7518 
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Prieft. Can'ſt thou blame me, Doll, thou art my 
Lands, my Goods, my Jewels, my Wealth, my Purſe, 
none walks within forty Miles of London plies thee as 
truly, as the Pariſh does the poor Man's Box. : 

Doll. J am as true to thee, as the Stone in the Wall, 
and thou know'ſt well enough, I was in as good doing, 
when I came to thee, as any Wench need to be ; and 
therefore thou haſt tryed me that thou haſt ; and I will 
not be kept as I ha bin, that I will not. 

Prieſt. Doll, if this Blade hold, there's not a Pedlar 
walks with a Pack, but thou ſhalt as boldly chuſe of his 
Wares, as with thy ready Money in a Merchant's Shop, 
we'll have as good Silver as the King Coins any. | 

Doll. What, is all the Gold ſpent you took the laſt 
Day from the Courtier ? 

Prieſt. 'Tis gone Doll, "tis flown ; merrily come, 
merrily gone; Fe comes a Horſe-back that muſt pay for 
all; we*ll have as good Meat as Money can get, and as 
good Gowns as can be bought for Gold, be merry 
ench, the Malt-man comes on. Monday. Rs 

Doll. You might have left me at Cobham, until you 
had been better provided for. ws 

Prieſt. No, — Doll, not I like not that, yon old 
Rnffian is not forthe Prieft, I do not like a new Clerk 
ſhould come in the old Belfrey. 

Doll. Thou art a mad Prieſt i'faith. 

Prieft. Come Doll, I'll fee thee ſafe at ſome Ale-houſe 
here at Gray, and the next Sheep that comes ſhall leave 
behind his Fleece. | [ Exeunt, 

Enter the King, Suffolk, and Butler. 
King, 4 reat haſte. My Lord of Suffolk poſt away 
for Life, | 
And let our Forces of ſuch Horſe and Foot, 
As can be gathered up by any Means, 
Make ſpeedy Rendevous in Tutt62-fields, 
It muſt be done this Evening, my Lord, 
This Night the Rebels mean to draw to Head 
Near 1//;»gton. which if your Speed prevent not, 
If once they ſhould unite their ſeveral Forces, . 
Their Power is almoſt thought Invincible. 
Away, my Lord, I will be with you ſoon. 
Sf. J go, my Sovereign with all happy Speed. 2 
; ' ng 1 
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King. Make haſte my Lord of S»f#/k, as you love us. 
Butler, Poſt you to London with all Speed: ' 
Command the Mayor and Sheriffs on their Allegiance, 
The City Gates be preſently ſhut up, 

And guarded with a ſtrong ſufficient Watch, 

And not a Man be ſuffered to paſs, 

Without a ſpecial Warrant from our ſelf. 

Command the Poſtern by the Tower be 

And Proclamation on the Pain of Death 

That not a Citizen ſtir from his Doors, 

Except ſuch as the Mayor and Sherifts ſhall chuſe 

For their own Guard, and ſafety of their Perſons ; 
Butler away, have care unto my Charge. 

But. I go, my Sovereign. ; 

King. Butler. 

But. My Lord. 

King. Go down by Greenwich, and command a Boat, 
At the Fryars-Bridze, attend my coming down. 

But. I will, my Lord. [Exit.. 

King. It's time I think to look unto Rebellion, 

When Acton doth expect unto his Aid. 

No leſs than fifty thouſand Londoners. 

Well, I'llto Weftminfler in this Diſguiſe, 

To hear what News is ſtirring in theſe Brawls. 
Enter Prieſt. 

Prieſt. Stand true Man, ſays a Thief. 4 

King. Stand Thief ſays a true Man: How if a Thief? 

Priefl. Stand Thief too. 

King. Then Thief or true Man. I muſt ſtand I ſee, 
hawſodver the World wags, the Trade of Thieving yet 
will never down. What art thou? | 

 Prig/t. A good Fellow. | 

King. So I am too, I ſee thou doſt know me. ; 

Prieſt. If thou be a good Fellow, play the good Fel- 
lows Part, deliver thy Purſe without more ado. 

King. 1 have no Money. | 

Prieſt. I muſt make you find ſome before we part, if 
you have no Mgney, you ſhall have Ware, as many 
wund Blows as your Skin can carry. 

King, Is that the plain Truth? 

Prieſt. Sirrah, no more ado; come, give me the 
Money you have. Diſpatch, 1 cannot ſtand all Day. 

King. 
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King. Well if thou wilt needs have it, there it is: 
Juit the Proverb, one Thief robs another. Where the 
Devil are all my old Thieves? Fa//taffe that Villain is 
ſo Fat, he cannot get on's Horſe, but methinks Poins 
and Peto ſhould be ſtirring hereabouts, 

Prieſt. How much is there on't of thy Word? 

King. A hundred Pound in Angels, on my Word, 
The time has been I would have done as muc 
For thee, if thou had'ſt paſt this Way, as I have now. 

Prieſt. Sirrah, what art thou? Thou ſeem'ſt a Gen- 
tleman ? 

King. I am no leſs, yet a poor one now, for thou haſt 
all my Money. 

Prieſt. From whence cam'ſt thou? 

King. From the Court at E/tham. 

Prieſt, Art thou one of the King's Servants ? 

King. Ves, that Jam, and one of his Chamber. 

Prieſt. I am glad thou'rt no worſe; thou may'ſt the 
better ſpare thy Money, and think thou might'ſt get a 
poor Thief his Pardon if he ſhou!d have need? 

King. Yes, that I can. | 

Prieſt. Wilt thou do fo much for me, when 7 ſhall 
have Occaſion ? 

King. Yes, Faith will J, ſo it be for no Murther. 

Prieſt. Nay, I ama pitiful Thief, all the hurt I do 
a Man, I take but his Purſe, 7I1 kill no Man. 

King, Then of my Word I'll do't. 

Pricſt. Give me thy Hand of the ſame, 

King. There 'tis. 

Prieſt, Methinks the King ſhould be good to Thieves, 
becauſe he has been a Thief himſelf, although 7 think. 
now he turn'd a true Man. | 

King. Faith I have heard. indeed Has had an ill Name 
that way in's Youth; but how can'ſt thou tell that he 
has been'a Thief? | 

Prieſt. How ? Becauſe he once robb'd me before 7 
fell to the Trade my {elf, when. that foul villarous 
Gut*, that led him to all that Roguery, was in's Com 
pany there, that Fal/iaf7 © - 

King, Well, if he did rob thee then, thou art but 
even with him now 711 be {worn [Aide]: Thou know- 
eſt not the King now J think, if thou ſaweſt him? 

: WIN Prieſt, 


Prieſt. Not J, i'faith. | 
King. So it ſhould ſeem. 4 jars 
Prieſt. Well, if old King Harry had liv'd, this King 


that is now, had made Thieving the beſt Trade in Eng-. 


land. | 

King. Why ſto? X | 
Prieſt. Becauſe he was the chief Warden of our Com- 
pany, it's pity that &er he ſhould have been a King, he 
was ſo brave a Thief, But Sirrah, wilt remember my 
Pardon if need be ? 

King. Yes Faith will J. 

* 3 Wilt thou? Well then, becauſe thou ſhalt go 
ſafe, for thou may'ſt hap (being ſo early) be met with 
again, before thou come to Southwark, if any Man 
when he ſhou!d bid thee good Morrow, bid thee ſtand, 
ſay thou but Sit John, and they will let thee paſs. 

Kings. I that the Word? Then let me alone. 

Prieſt. Nay, Sirrah, becauſe 7 think indeed 7 ſhall 
have ſome Occaſion to uſe thee, and as thou com'ſt oft 
this Way, I may light on thee another Time not know- 
ing thee, here 71! break this as a Token betwixt thee 
and me. | : 

King. Goda Mercy ; farewel. Exit. 

Prieſt. O my fine golden Slaves here's for thee, 
Wench, i'faith, Now, Dall, we will revel in our Be- 


Rever, this is a Tythe Pig of my Vicarage. God a+ 


mercy Neighbour SHooters-Hill, you ha' paid your 

Tythe honeſtly, Well, 7 hear there is a Company of 

Rebels vp againſt the King, got together in Ficker-field 

near Holbourn, and as it is thought, here in Kent, the 

the King will be there to Night in's own Perfon : Well 

III go to the King's 2 and it ſhall go hard, if 

there be any doings, but I'll make ſome good Boot a- 

mong them. | 

1 5 King, Suffolk, Huntington, and two with 
171tsS., 

King, My Lords of Suffolk and of Huntington, 

Who ſcouts it now ? Or who ſtand Centinels? 

What| Men of Worth? What Lords do walk the round? 
Suf. May't pleaſe your Highneſs. as 
King, Peace, no more of that, | 

The King's aſleep, wake not his Majeſty 


= 
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With Terms nor Titles, he's at reſt in Bed. 
King's do not uſe to watch themſelves, they Sleep, 
And let Rebellion and Conſpiracy 
Revel and havock in the Commomvcalth. 
Is London look'd unto ? 
Hunt. It is my Lord, - 
Your noble Uncle Exeter is there, 
Your Brother G/aucefter, and my Lord of Warwick, 
Who, with the Mayor and Aldermen 
Do guard the Gates, and keep good Rule within. 
The Earl of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Gray, 
Do walk the round, Lord Scroop and Butler ſcout: 
So though it pleaſe your Majeſty to jeſt, 
Were you in Bed, well might you take your Reſt. 
King. I thank you Lords ; but you do know of old, 
That Thave been a perfect Night-walker : 
London, you ſay, is ſafely lookt unto, - 
Alas, poor Rebels, there your Aid muſt fall, 
And the Lord Cab bam, Sir Jobn Oldcaftle, 
Quiet in Kent; Acton, you are deceiv'd : 
Reckon again, you count without your Hoſt. 
To morrow you {ha'l give account to us, 
Till when, my Friends, this long cold Winter's Night 
How can we ſpend? King Harry is aſleep, 
Andall his Lords, theſe Garments tell us fo : 
All Friends at Foot-ball, Fellows a'l in Field, 
Harry, and Dick, and George, bring us a Drum, 
Give us ſquare Dice, we'll keep this Court of Guard, 
For all good Fellows Companies that come. 
Where's that mad Prieſt ye told me was in Arms 
To Fight, as well as Pray, if need 3 | 
Si. He's in the Camp, and if he knew of this, 
I undertake he would not belong hence, 
King. Trip Dick, trip George. 
Hunt. I muſt have the Dice; what do we play at? 
Sf. Paſlage, if you pleaſe. 
Hunt. Set round then ; fo at all. 
King. George, you are out. 
Give me the Dice, I paſs, for twenty Pound, 

Here's to our lucky Paſſage in France. N 
Hunt. Harry, you pats indeed, for you ſweep all. 
Sf. A Sign King Harry ſhall ſweep all in B 

8 nter 
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Enter Prieſt. 

Priet. Edge ye good Fellows, take a freſh Gameſter in. 

King. Maſter Parſon, we play nothing but Gold. 

Prieft. And, Fellow, I tell thee that the Prieſt hath 
Gold, Gold; what? ye are but Beggarly Soldiers to me, 
I think I have more Gold than all you three. 

Hurt. It may be ſo, but we believe it not. 

King. Set, Prieſt, ſet, I paſs for all that Gold. 

Prie/?. Ye paſs indeed. | 

King. Prieſt, haſt any more ? 

Prieſt. More? What a Queſtion's that? 
J tell thee, I have more than all you three. 
At theſe ten Angels. 

King. I wonder how thou com'ſt by all this Gold. 
How many Benefices haſt thou, Prieſt ? 

Pricſt. Faith, but one; doſt wonder how I come by Gold? 
T wonder rather how poor Soldiers ſhould have Gold; for 
Pl! tell thee, good Fellow, we have every Day Tythes, 
Of rings, Chriſtnings, Weddings, Burials ; and you poor 
Snakes come ſeldom to a Booty. I'll ſpeak a proud Word, 
I have but one Parſonage, Wrotham, tis better than the 
Biſhoprick of ary There's ne'er a Hill, Heath, nor 


Down in all Kent, but tis in my Pariſh, Barrham-down, 


Cobham-dewn, G adi-hill, Vrotham- hill, Black-heath, 


Coc i- heath, Birchen-wood, all pay me Tythe, Gold, 


quoth a ! ye paſs not for that. 

Suf. Harry, yeareout ; now, Parſon, ſhake the Dice. 

Prief. Set, ſet, I'll cover ye, at all: A plague on't I 
am out; the Devil, and Dice, and a Wench, who will 
truſt them ? 

Suf. Say'ſt thou ſo, Prieſt ? ſet fair, at all for once, 

King. Out, Sir, pay all. 

Prieſt. Sir, pay me Angel Gold, 
I'll none of your crack'd French Crowns nor Piſtolets, 
Pay me fair Angel Gold, as I pay you. 

King. No crack'd French Crowns? I hope :o ſee more 
crack'd French Crowns ere long. 

Prieft. Thou mean'ſt of French Mens Crowns, when 
the King's in France. 

Hun. Set round, at all. 

Prieft. Payall : This is ſome luck. 


King. Give me the Dice, tis I muſt ſhred the Prieſt 


At all, Sir Jobs. 


N 
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Prieft. The Devil and all yours: At that. Sdeath, 
what caſting's this? 

Suf. Well thrown, Harry, Þ faith, 

King. III caſt better yet. 

Pricſ. Then Dll be hang'd, Sirrah, haſt thou not 
givn thy Soul to the Devil for caſting? 

King. I paſs for all. 

Prieſt. "Thou paſſeſt all that &er I plaid withal : 
Sirrah, doſt thou not cog, nor foiſt, nor ſlur ? 

King. Set, Parſon, fet, the Dice die in my Hand. 
When, Parſon, when ? what, can ye find no more ? 
Already dry ? was't you bragg'd of your Store ? 

Prieſt. All's gone but that, 

Hun. What ? half a broken Angel. 

Pri. Why, Sir? 'tis Gold. 

King. Yea, and [I'll cover it. | 

Prieſt. The Devil give you good on't, I am blind; 
you have blown me up. , 

King. Nay, tarry, Prieſt, you ſhall not leave us yet, 
Do not theſe Pieces fit each other well ? 

Prieſt. What if they do? 

King. Thereby begins a Tale: 

There was a Thief, in Face much like Sir John, 
But *twas not he, That Thief was all in green, 
Met me laſt Day, on Black-heath, near the Park, 
With him a Woman. I was all alone 

And Weaponleſs, my Boy had all my Tools, 
And was before providing me a Boat. | 
Short Tale to make, _ the Thief I mean, 
Took a juſt hundred Pound in Gold from me. 

I ftorm'd at it, and ſwore to be reveng d 

If &er we met : He, like a luſty Thief, 

Brake with his Teeth this Angel juſt in two, 

To be Token at our meeting next; 

Provided I ſhou'd charge no Officer 

To apprehend him but at Weapon's Point 
Recover that, and what he had beſide. 

Well met, Sir Fohn, betake ye to your Tools 
By Torch-light, for, Maſter Parſon, you are he 
That had my Gold. . 

Prieft. Zounds, I won't in Play, in fairdquare Play, 
of the Keeper of Eltham-Park, and that I will main- 
tain with this poor Whyniard ; be you two honeſt Men 
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to ſtand and look upon's, and let's alone, and neither 


art. 
: King. Agreed, I charge ye do not budge a Foot, 
Sir John, have at ye. 
Prieft. Soldier, ware your Sconce. 
A; they proffer, Enter Butler, and draws his Sward | 
part them. | 

But. Hold, Villain, hold; my Lords, what d'ye mean, 
To ſee a Traitor draw againſt the King ? * 

Prieft. The King! God's Will, IL am in a proper pickle. 

King, Butler, what News? Why doſt thou trouble us? 

But. Pleaſe your Majeſty, it's break of Day, 

And as I ſcouted near to Mington, 
'The Grey-ey'd Morning gave me glimmering, 
Of armed Men coming down Higate- Hill, 

Who by their Courſe are coaſting hitherwatd. 
King. Let us withdraw, my Lords, prepare our Troops, 
To charge the Rebels if there be ſuch Cauſe: 

For this lewd Prieſt, this deviliſh Hypocrite, 
That is a Thief, a Gameſter, and what not, 
Let him be hang'd up for Example fake. 
Prieſt, Not ſo, my gracious Sovereign, I confeſs I am 
a frail Man, Fleſh and Blood as others are; but ſet my 
Imperfections aſide, ye have not a taller Man, nora truer 
Subject to the Crown and State; than Sir John of Wro- 
tham is. 
King, Will a true Subject rob his King ? 
. Prieſt. Alas! twas Ignorance and Want, my gracious 
iege. | 
King. Twas want of Grace. Why, you ſhould be as Salt 
To ſeaſon others with good Document; 
Your Lives as Lamps, to give the People Light, - 
As Shepherds, not as Wolves to ſpoil the Flock; 
Go hang him, Butler. 

But. Dicht thou not rob me? 

Prieſt. I muſt confeſs 7 ſaw ſome of your Gold, but, 
my dread Lord, 7 am in do Humour for Death; God 
will that Sinners live, do not yon cauſe me to die. 
Onceꝭ in their Lives the beſt may go aſtray, and, if the 
World ſay true, your ſelf, my Liege, have been a Thief. 
King. J confeſs I have, | 

But J repent, and have reclaim'd my ſelf. 
| Prieſt, So will J do, if you will give me time. 
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W thou ? my Lords, will you be his Sure- 
ties 
Hunt. That when he robs again he ſhall. be hang'd. 
Prieſt. I ask no more. | 
King. And we will grant thee that, 
Live and repent, and prove an honeſt Man, 
Which when I hear, and ſafe return from France, 
I'll give thee living, Till when, take thy Gold, 
But ſpend it better than in Cards or Wine, 
For better Virtues fit that Coat of thine. 
Prieſt. Vivat Rex & currat Lex, My Liege, if ye 
have cauſe of Battle, ye ſhall ſee Sir Fohz beſtir himſelf 
in your Quarrel. . [Exeunt. 
An Alarum. Enter King, Suffolk, Huntington, Sir John 
Gringing in Acton, Beverly, and Murly, Priſoners. | 
King, Bring in thoſe Traitors, whoſe aſpiring Minds 
Thought to have triumph'd in our Overthrow : 
But now ye ſee, baſe Villains, what Succeſs 
Attends ill Actions, wrongfully attempted. 
Sir Roger Acton, thou retain'ſt the Name | 
Of Knight, and ſhouldſt be more diſcreetly temper'd 
'Than join with Peaſants, Gentry is Divine, 
Eut thou haſt made it more than popular, 
AX. Pardon, my Lord, my Conſcience urg'd me to it. 
King. Thy Conſcience ! Then Conſcience is corrupt, 
For in thy Conſcience thou art bound to us, 
And in thy Conſcience thou ſhou'idit love thy Country, 
_ Elſe what's the difference 'twixt a Chriſtian, 
And the uncivil Manners of the Turk ? 
Bew. We meant no hurt unto your Majefty, 
But Reformatien of Religion. 5 
King. Reform Religion? Was it that you ſought ? 
I pray who gave ycu that Authority? 
Belike then we do hold the Scepter up, 
And fit within the 'Throne, but for a Cypher. 
Time was, good Subjects would make known their Grief, 
And pray Amendment, not inforce the ſame, 
Unleſs-their King were Tyrant, which I hope 
You cannot juſtly ſay that Harry is. 
-What 1s that other ? 
S, A Malt Man, my Lord, 
And dwelling in Dunſtable, as he ſays, | 
. Kings 
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King. Sirrah, what made you leave your Barly-broth, 
To come in Armour thus againſt your King? 

Mur. Fie, paltry, Wye; to and fro, in and out 
upon occaſion, what a World is this? Knighthood, my 
Liege, twas Knighthood brought me hither, they told 
me I had Wealth enough to make my Wife a Lady. 

King. And ſo you brought theſe Horſes which we ſaw 
Trapt all in coſtly Furniture, and meant 
To wear theſe Spurs, when you were Knighted once. 

Mur. In and out upon Occaſion I did. 

King. In and out upon Occaſion, therefore you ſhall 
be hang'd, and in the ſtead of wearing thoſe Spurs upon 
your Heels, about your Neck they ſhall bewray your 
Folly to the World. 

Prieſt. In and out upon Occaſion, that goes hard. 

Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro; good my 
Liege, a Pardon, 1 am ſorry for my Fault, 

King. That comes too late; but tell me; went there 
none beſide Sir Roger Acton, upon whom 
You did depend to be your Governor ? 

Mur. None, my Lord, but Sir John Oldcaftle. 

Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter. 

King. Bears he a part in this Conſpiracy ? 

Ad. Welook'd, my Lord, that he would meet us here. 

King. But did he promiſe you that he would come ? 

AZ. Such Letter we received forth of Kent. | 

« Roch. Where is my Lord the King? Health to 
_ your Grace. 
Examining, my Lord, ſome- of theſe Rebels, 
It is a general Voice among them all, 
That they had never come into this Place, 
But to have met their valiant General, 
The good Lord Cobham, as they title him: 
Whereby, my Lord, your Grace may now perceive, 
His Treafon is apparent, which before 
He ſought to colour by his Flattery. 

King. Now by my Royalty I would have ſworn, 
But for his Conſcience, which I bear withal, 
There had not liv'd a more true-hearted Subject. 

Roch. It is but counterfeit, my gracious Lord, 
And therefore may it pleaſe your Majeſty, 

To ſet your Hand unto this Precept here, a 
us y 
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By which we'll cauſe him forthwith to appear, 
And anſwer this by order of the Law. | 
King. Not only that, but take Commiſſion 
To ſearch, attach, impriſon, and condemn 
This moſt notorious Traitor as you pleaſe. 
Roch. It ſhall be done, my Lord, without delay: 
So now I hold, Lord Cobham in my Hand, 
That which ſhall finiſh thy diſdained Life. 
King. I think the Iron Age begins but now, 
Which learned Poets have ſo often taught, 
Wherein there is no Credit to be given, 
To either Words, or Looks, or ſolemn Oaths, 
For if he were, how often hath. he ſworn, 
How gently tun'd the -Muſick of his Tongue, 
And with what amiable Face beheld he me, 
When all, God knows, was but Hypocriſy. 


Enter Lord Cobham. eG 


Cob. Long Life and proſperous Reign unto my Lord. 
King. Ah, Villain, canſt thou wiſh Proſperity, 

Whoſe Heart includeth nought but Treachery ? 

1 do arreſt thee here myſelf, falſe Knight, 

Of Treaſon capital againſt the State. 1 
Cob. Of ps; mighty Prince? your Grace miſ- 

takes, 

J hope it is but in the way of Mirth, 
King. Thy Neck ſhall feel it is in earneſt ſhortly, 

Dar'ſt thou intrude into my Preſence, knowing 

How heinouſly thou haſt oftended us? . — 

But this is thy accuſtomed deceit, 

Now thou perceiv'it thy Purpoſe is in vain, 

With ſome excuſe or other thou wilt come 

To clear thyſelf of this Rebellion. 
Cob. Rebellion, good my Lord, I know of none. 
King. If you deny it, here is Evidence. 

See you theſe Men; you never counſelled, 

Nor offered them aſſiſtance in their Wars? 
Cob. Speak, Sirs, not one but all, I crave no fa- 

vour. 
Have ever I been converſant with you? 
Or written Letters to incourage you ? 


Or kindled by the leaſt or ſmalleſt part 
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Of this your late unnatural Rebellion ? 

Speak, for I dare the uttermoſt you can. Nee th 
Mar. In and ont upon Occafion, I know you not. 
King. No, didſt thou not ſay, that Sir Jabn Oldcaſile 

Was one with whom you propos'd to have met? 

Mur. True, I did ſay fo, but in what reſpect, 

Becauſe I heard it was reported ſo. 
King. Was there no other Argument but that? 
Ad. I muſt confeſs we have no other Ground 

But only Rumour to accuſe this Lord, 

Which now I ſee was meerly fabulous, | 
King. The more pernicious you to taint him then, 

Whom ye know was not faulty, yea or no. ; 

Cob. Let this, my Lord, which I preſent your Grace 

Speak for my Loyalty, read theſe Articles, 

And then' give Sentence of my Life or Death. 

King. Earl of Cambridge, Scroop and Gray corrupted 

With Bribes from Charles of France, either to win 

My Crown from me, or ſecretly contrive | 

My Death by Treaſon ? Is't poſſible? 

Cob. e is the Platform, and their Hands, my 
.ord: . 
Each ſeverally ſubſcribed to the ſame. 


* 


King. Oh never heard of baſe Ingratitude ? 
Even thoſe I hug within my Boſom moſt, 
Are readielt evermore to ſting my Heart. 

Pardon me, Cobham, I have done thee wrong, 
Hereafter I will live to make amends, 
Is then their time of meeting ſo near hand? 
We'll meet with them but little for their Eaſe, 
If God permit. Go take theſe Rebels hence, 
T et them have martial Law ? But as for thee, | 
Friend to thy King and Country, ſtill be free. [ Exeunts 
Mur. Be it more or leſs, what a World is this? 
Would I had continued ſtill of the Order of Knaves, 
And. ne'er fought Knighthood, fince it coſts 
So dear: Sir Roger, I may thank you for all. 
AX. Now ti: too late to have it remedied, 
I prithee, Marlen, do not urge me with it. | 
Hunt. Will you away, and make ne more to do? o | 

Mur. Fie, pa'try, paltry, to and fro, as Occaſion ſerves, | 

If you be ſo haſty, take * Place. 


Hunt . ' 
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Hunt. No; good Sir Knight, e'en take it yourſelf. 


Mar. I could be glad to give my Betters Place. 
[Exeunt. 


Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter, Lerd Warden, Cromer the 


Sheriff, Lady Cobham, and Attendants, 5 
Rech. I tell ye, Lady; it's impoſſible I 
But you ſhould know where he conveys himſelf : 
And you have hid him in ſome ſecret Place. wi 
L. Cob. My Lord ; believe me, as I love my Soul ; th 
J know not where my Lord my Huſband is. 
Roch. Go to, go to, you're an Heretick ; N 


And will be forc'd by Torture to confeſs : 
If fair Means will not ſerve to make you tell. 
L. Cob. My Huſband is a Noble Gentleman, WY 
And need not hide himſelf for any Fa& | Dt 
That er I heard of; therefore wrong him not. 
Rach. Your Huſband is a dangerous Schiſmatick ; 


Traitor to God, the King, and Common-wealth : I 
And therefore Mr. Cromer, Sheriff of Kent, ; U1 
I charge you take her to your Cuſtody ; > T? 
And ſeize the Goods of Sir John Oldcaſile Fo 
To the King's Uſe : let her go in no more | 
To fetch ſo much as her Apparel out; She 
There is your Warrant from his Majeſty. 5 
Har. Good my Lord Biſhop, pacify your Wrath I 
Againſt the Lady. | Th 
Rach. Then let her confeſs To 
Where Oldcafile her Husband is conceal'd. W. 
War. I dare engage mine Honour and my Life, Pre 
Poor Gentlewoman, ſhe is ignorant But 
And innocent of all his Practices, As 
If any Evil by him be practiſed. Let 
Roch, If my Lord Warden? Nay, then I charge If 
ey ou, / 
That all the Cinque-Ports whereof you are chief, For 
Be laid forthwith, that he eſcapes us not. Th 
Shew him his Highneſs's Warrant, Mr. Sheriff. W} 
War. I am torry for the noble Gentleman. Ane 
Roch. Peace, he comes here; now do your Office. 4 

of | 


Enter 
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3 Enter Harpool and Lord Cobham. 


Cob. Harpool, what Buſineſs have we here in Hand? 

What makes the Biſhop and the Sherift here ? 
I fear my coming home is dangerous; 
I would 7 had not made ſuch Haſte to Cobham. 

Har. Be of good Cheer, my Lord; if they be Foes, 
we'll ſcramble ſhrewdly with them: if they be Friends 
they are welcome. 

Sher. Sir Fohn Oldcaftle Lord Cobham, in the King's 
Name, 7 arreſt you of High-Treaſon. 

Cob. Treaſon ! Mr. Cromer ? 

Har. Treaſon ! Mr. Sheriff; what Treaſon ? 

Cob. Harpool, I charge thee ftir not; but be quiett 
Do you arreſt me of "Treaſon, Mr. Sheriff? * 

Roch. Yea, of High-Treaſpn ; Traitor, Heretic, 

Cob. Defiance in his Face that calls me 0 ; 

1 am as true a loyal Gentleman 

Unto his Highneſs, as my proudeſt Enemy: 

The King ſhall witneſs my late faithful Service, 
For Safety of his Sacred Majeſty. 

Roch. What thou art the King's Hand ſhall teilify, 
Shew him, Lord Warden. 

Cob. Jeſu ! defend me; 

I-'t poſſible your Cunning could fo temper 
The Princely Diſpoſition of his Mind, 

To ſign the Damage of a loyal Subject? 
Well, the beſt is, it bears an Ante-date.s 
Procur'd by my Abſence and your Malice: 
But 7, fince that, have ſhew'd mylelf as true, 
As any Churchman that dare challenge me; 
Let me be brought before his Majelly ; 

If he acquit me not, then do your worlt. 

Rach. We are not bound to do kind Offices 

For any Traitor, Schiſmatick, nor Heretick : 
The King's Hand is our Warrant for our Work, 
Who is departed on his Way for Fance; 

And at Southampton duth repoſe this Night. 

Har. O that thou and 7 were within twenty Rliles 
of it, on Saliabury- Plain! I would lole my Eead if 
tou brought thy Lead hither again. LU te. 
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Cob. My Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports, and 
Lord of Kochefter, ye are joint Commiſſioners; favour 
= ſo much, on my Expence, to bring me to the 
ing. 
Buch. What, to Southampton ? 
Cob. Thither, my good Lord; 
And if he do not clear me of all Guilt, 
And all Suſpicion of Conſpiracy, 
Pawning his Princely Warrant for my 'Truth ; 
4 aſk. no Favour, but extreameſt Torture: 
Bring me, or ſend me to him, good my Lord: 
Good my Lord Warden; Mr. Sheriff, intreat. 
| - [They both intreat for him, 
Come hither, Lady; nay, ſweet Wife, forbear 
To heap one Sorrow on another's Neck: 
*Tis Grief enough falfly to be accus'd, 
And not permitted to acquit myſelf : 
Do not thou with thy kind reſpective Tears 
Torment thy Husband's Heart that bleeds for thee ; 
Rut be of Comfort, God hath Help in Store 
For thoſe that put aſſured Truſt in Him: 
Dear Wife, if they commit me to the Toaver, 
Come up to Londen, to your Siſter's Houſe ; 
That being near me you may comfort me. 
One Solace find 7 ſettled in my Soul, 
"Chat J am free from Treaſon's very Thought; 
Only my Conſcience for the Goſpel's Sake, 
1s Cauſe of all the Troubles I ſuſtain, 
L. Cob. O my dear Lord ! what ſhall betide of us ? 
You to the Tower, and I turn'd out of Doors; 
Our Subſtance ſeiz'd unto his Highneſs' Uſe, 
Even to the Garments longing to our Backs. 
Har. Patience, good Madam, Things at worſt wil 
mend 3 
And if they do not, yet our Lives may end, 
Rach. Urge it no more; for if an Angel ſpake, 
I ſwear by ſweet St. Peter's bleſſed Keys, 
Firft goes he to the Tower, then to the Stake. 
Sher. But by your Leave, this Warrant doth not 
ſtretch 
To impriſon her. 
Rach. No; turn her out of Doors, 


Even 
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Even as ſhe is; and lead him to the Tower 
With Guard enough, for fear of reſcuing. , 

L. Cob. O God requite thee thou blood-thirſty Man. 

Cob. May it not be, my Lord of Rocheſter ? 
Wherein have I incurr'd your Hate ſo far, | 
That my Appeal unto the King's deny'd? 

Roch. No Hate of mine ; but Power of Holy Church. 
Forbids all Favour to falſe Hereticks. 

Cob. Your private Malice more than publick Power 
Strikes moſt at me ; but with my Life it ends. | 

Har. Afde.] O that I had the Biſhop in that Fear 
That once I had his Sumner by ourſelves. : 

Sher. My Lord, yet grant one Suit unto us all ; 
That this fame ancient Servingmay may wait 
Upon my Lord his Maſter in the " 

Roch. This old Iniquity, this Heretick ? 

That in Contempt of our Church-Diſcipline, 

Compell'd my Samuer to devour his Procels ? 
Old Rufhan paſt Grace, upſtart Schifmatick ; 
Had not the King pray'd us to pardon you, 
You had fried for't, ye griz'ed Heretick. 

Har. 'Sblood ! my Lord Biſhop, you wrong me; I 
am neither Heretick nor Puritan, but of the old 
Church: I'l ſwear, drink Ale, kiſs a Wench, go to 
Mais, eat Fiſh- all Lent, and faſt Fridays with Cakes 
and Wine, Fruit and Spicery ; ſhrive me of my old 
Sins afore Eaſter, and begin new before Whit/ontide. 

Sher. A merry mad conceited Knave, wy Lord. 

Har. That Knave was fimply put upon the Biſhop. 

Roch. Well, God forgive him; and I pardon him: 
Let him attend his Maiter in the Tower ; 

For 7 in Charity wiſh his Soul no Hurt. 
Cob. God bleſs my Soul from ſuch cold Charity, 
Roch. To the Tcaber with him; and when my Lei- 
{ure ſerves, 
J will examine him of Articles: 
Look, my Lord Warden; as you have in Charge: 
The Sheriff perform his Office, | 
War. Ay, my Lord. 
| Enter Sumner with Books. 
Roch. What bring'ſt thou there? what, Bcols of 
Hereſy ? 
C3 Sum. 
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Sum. Yea, my Lord; here's not a Latin Book, 
No not ſe much as our Lady's Pfalter : 
Here's the Bible, the Teſtament, the Pfalms in Metre ; 
The Sick Man's Salve, the Treaſure of Gladneſs : 
All Egli, no not ſo much but the Almanack's Eng- 
tf 


1 

Roch. Away with them, to the Fire with them, Clan: 
Now fie upon theſe Upſtart. Hereticks. | 
All Egli, burn them; burn them quickly, Clur: 

Har. But do not. Sumner, as you'll anſwer it; for 
J have there Erngl/> Books, my Lord, that I'll not 
part withal for your Biſhoprick : Bewis of Hampton, 
Oaoliglaſi, The Friar and the Boy, Ellen of Rumming, 
Robin Hood, and other ſuch godly Stories ; which if 
you burn, by this Fleſh I'll make you drink their 


Aſhes in St. Marget's Ale. [Exeunt, 
Enter the Biſhop FA Rocheſter avith his Men 
in Livery-Coats. - 


1 Ser. Is it your Honour's Pleaſure we ſhall ſlay, 
Or come back in the Afternoon to fetch you ? 
Roch. Now have ye brought me here unto the 
| Tober, | 
You may go back unto the Perter's Lodge; 
Where, if 7 have Occaſion to employ ye, 
I' ſend ſome Officer to call ye to me: 
Into the City go not, I command ye; 
Perhaps, J may have preſent Need to uſe ye. 
2 Ser, We will atteud your Honour here without. 
3 Ser. Come, we may have a Quart of Wine at the 
Roſe at Barking ; and come back an Hour before he'll 
o. 
: 1 Ser. We muſt hie us then. 
3 Ser. Let's away. [Exeaunt. 
Koch. Ho! Mr. Lieutenant. 
Lieut. Who calls there? 
Rach. A Friend of yours. 
Lieut. My Lord of Rocheſter ? Your Honour's wel- 
come. 
Roch. Sir, here's my Warrant from the Council, 
For Conference with Sir Fobn Oldcaſile, 
Upon ſome Matter of great Conſequence. 
Lieut. Ro! Sir John, | 
Har: 


* 
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Har, Who calls there ? BY } 
Lieut. Harpsol, tell Sir John, that my Lord of Ro- 
chefler b | 


Comes from the Council to confer with him: 
J think you may as ſaſe without Suſpicion 
As any Man in England, as I hear; 
For it was you molt labour'd his Commitment. 
Roch. I did Sir; and nothing repent it, I aſſure you. 
Enter Cobham and H be. 
Mr, Lieutenant, I pray you give us Leave; 
J mult confer here with Sir John a little, 
Lieut. With all my Heart, my Lord. [ Exit. 


Har. Afde] My Lord, be rul'd by me; take this 


Occaſion while it is offered: on my Lite your Lord- 

ſhip will eſcape. _ | 

Cob. No more, I fay ; Peace, left he ſhould ſuſpect 

it. 

Roch. Sir John, I am come to you from the Lords 

of the Council, to know if you do recant your Errors. 
Cob. My Lerd of Rocheſter, on good Advice, 

T ſee my Error ; but yet underſtand me, 

J mean not Error in the Faith 7 hold, 

But Error in ſubmitting to your Pleafure ; 

Therefore your Lordſhip, without more to de, 

Muſt be a Means to help me to eſcape, 

Rach. What Means, thou Heretick? 

Dar'ſt thou but lift thy Hand againſt my Calling! 
Cob. No, not to hurt you, for a Thouſand Pound. 
Har. Nothing but to borrow your Upper Garment 

a little.; not a Word more: Peace! for waking the 

Children: There, put on; diſpatch, my Lord: The 

Window that goes out into the Leads is ſure enough; 

but for you, I'll bind you ſurely in the inner Room. 
Cob. This is well begun, God ſend us happy Speed: 

Hard Shift, you ſee, Men make in Time of Need. 

Enter Serving-men again 
1 Ser. I marvel that my Lord ſhould ſtay fo long. 
2 Ser. He hath ſent to bel us, I dare lay my Life. 
3 Ser. We come in good Time; ſee where he is 

coming. i 
Har. I beſeech you, good my Lord of Rocheſter, be 

favourable to my Lord and Maſter. 
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Cob. The inner Rooms be very hot and cloſe, 
Z do not like his Air here in the Tower. 

Har. His Caſe is hard, my Lord ; you fhall ſafely 
get out of the Tower, but 7 will down upon them, in 
which Time get you away: hard under [/ington wait 
you my Coming, 7 will bring my Lady ready with 

orſes to get hence. | 
Cob. Fellow, go back again unto my Lord, and 
counſel him. | 

Har. Nay, my good Lord of Rochefter, I'll bring 
you to St. Aban's through the Woods, I warrant you. 

Cob. Villain, away. 

Har. Nay, ſince 7 am paſt the Towwer's Liberty. 
You part not fo. [ He draws. 

Cob. Clubs, Clubs, Cubs. 

+ Ser. Murther, Murther, murther, 

2 Ser, Down with him. 


Har. Out ye cowardly Rogues. [Cobham 2/capes, 


Enter Lieutenant and his Men. 


. Lieut, Who is ſo bold to dare to draw a Sword 
So near unto the Entrance of the Tower ? 

1 Ser. This Ruffian, Servant to Sir John Oldcaſile, 
was like to have ſlain my Lord. 

Lieut, Lay hold on him. 

Har. Stand off, if you love your Puddings. 

Biſhop of Rocheſter calls ævithin. 

Roch. He'p, help, help, Mr. Lieutenant, help. 

Lieut, Who's that within? Some Treaſon in the Tg- 
er, on my Life ; look in: who's that which calls? 


Enter Niſeep of Recheſter bound. 


Lieut. Without your Cloak, my Lord of Rochefler ? 
Har. There, now it works; then let me ſpeed : 

For now's the fitteft Time to "ſcape away. [ Ext. 
Lieut. Why do you look fo ghaſtly and affrighted ? 
Roch. Oldcaſile that Traitor, and his man, 

When you had left me to confer with him, 

Took, bound, and ſtripp'd me, as you fee ; 

And left me lying in this inner Chamber, 

And ſo departed, and 1 2 

| | Licut, 
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Lient. And you! Ne'er ſay that the Lord Celhan't 
Did here ſet on you like to murther you, {man 
1 Ser. And fo he did. 
Roch. It was upon his Mafter then he did, 
That in the Brawl the Traitor might eſcape. 
Lieut. Where is this Har pool f 
2 Ser. Here he was even now. 
Lieut. Where, can you tell? they are both eſcap'd, 
Since it ſo happens that he is eſcap'd. 
Jam glad you are a Witneſs of the ſame : 
It might have elſe been laid unto my Charge, 
That I had been conſenting to the Fact. 
Rach. Come, 
Search ſhall be made for hi: with Expedition, 
The Havens laid that he ſhall not eſcape, 
And Hue and Cry continue through England, 
To find this damned, dangerous Heretick. [Exeunt: 


Enter Cambridge, Scroop and Gray, as in a Chamber. 
and fitting at a Table, conſulting about their Treaſon, 
King Harry and Suffolk /iftening at the Door. 


Cam. In my Opinion, Scroop hath well advis'd ; 
Poiſon will be the only apteſt Mean, | 
And fitteſt for our Purpoſe to diſpatch him. 

Gray. But yet there may be Doubt in their Delivery, 
Harry is wile ; and therefore, Earl of Cambridze, 
I A that Way not ſo convenient. | 

Scr. What think ye then of this? I am his Bedfellow, 
And unſuſpe&ed nightly fleep with him. ; 
What if 7 venture in thoſe filent Hours, 

When Sleep hath ſealed up all mortal Eyes, 
To murther him in Bed ? how like ye that ? 

Cam. Herein conſiſts no Safety for yourſelf, 
And you diſclos'd, what ſhall become of us ? 
But this Day, as ye know, he will aboard, 
The Wind's ſo fair, and ſet away for France, 
If as he goes, or entering in the Ship 
It might be done, then were it excellent. 

Gray. Why any of theſe, or if you will, + 
I'll cauſe a preſent Sitting of the Council: 

Wherein I will pretend _ matter of ſuch Weight, 
5 Aa 


58 The Hiſtory of 


As needs muſt have his Royal Company, 
And ſo diſpatch him in his Council Chamber. | 
Cam. Tuſh, yet I hear not any thing to purpoſe, 

J wonder that Lord Cobham ftays ſo long. 
His Council in this Caſe would much avail us. 
[The King ſteps in upon them with his Lords. 
Scroop, What, ſhall we riſe thus, and determin no- 
(tang ? 
King. That were a ſhame indeed: No, fit again, 
And you fhall have my Counſel in this Caſe : 
If you can find no way to kill the King. 
Then you fhall ſee how I can furniſh ye; 
Scroop's way by Poiſon was indifferent, 
But yet being Bed-fellow to the King, 
And unſuſpected, ſleeping in his Boſom, 
In mine Opinion that's the likelier Way, 
For ſuch falſe Friends are able to do much, 
And ſilent Night is Treaſon's fitteſt Friend. 
Now, Cambridge, in his ſetting hence for Franæ. 
Or by the Way, or as he goes Aboard 2 
Te do the Deed, that was indifferent too, 
But ſomewhat doubtful. . 
Marry, Lord Gray came very near the Point. 
To have the King as Council, and there Murder him, 
As Cæſar was among his deareſt Friends, 
Tell me, oh ! tell me, you bright Honour's Stains, 
For which of all my Kindne ſſes to you, 
Are ye become thus Traitors to the King ? 
And France muſt have the Spoil of Harry's Life. 
All. Oh pardon us, dread Lord. 
King. How, pardon ye? That were a Sin indeed. 
Drag them to Death, which juſtly they deſerve : 
And Frame (hall dearly buy this Villany, 
So ſoon as we ſet footing en her Breaſt. 
God have the praiſe for our Deliverance, 
And next our Thanks, Lord Cobham, is to thee 
I rue perfect Mirror of Nobility. en. 
f Enter Prieſt and Doll, 
Prieſt. Come Doll, come, be merry, Wench, 
Farewell Rent we are not for thee, 
Be luſty my Laſs, come for Lancaſhire, 
We muit nip the Boung for theſe Crowns, 


Dill, 
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Doll. Why is all the Gold ſpent already, that you 
had the other Day ? 

Prieſt. Gone, Doll, gone; flown, ſpent, vaniſh'd, 
Devil, Drink, and Dice, has devoured all. * 
Doll. You might have left me in Kent, till you had 
"gen better provided: | 

Prieſt. No, Dall, no, Kent's too hot, Doll, Kent's 
tod hot; the Weathercock of Mrotham will crow no 
longer, we have pluckt him, he has loſt his Feathers, 
I have prun'd him bare, left him thrice, is moulted, 
moulted Wench. a 

Doll. I might have gone to Service again, eld Mr. 
Harpool told me he would provide me a Miſtreſs. | 

Prieſt. Peace Doll. Peace; come mad Wench, III 


make thee an honeſt Woman, we'll into Lanco/hire to 


our Friends, the troth is, I'll marry thee, we want but 
a little Money, and Money we will have I warrant 'thee ; 
ſtay, who comes here? Some [ri Villain methinks 
That hath ſlain a Man, and now he is rifling on him; 
ſtand cloſe, Doll, we'll ſee the End. | 
Enter the Iriſhman with his dead Maſter, aud riffes him. 

Triſh. Alas poe Maſler, Sir Richard Lee, be St. Pa- 
trick, is rob and cut and cut thy trote, for de ſhain, and 
dy Money, and dy Gold Ring, be me truly is love de 
well, but now dow be kill de be ſhitten Knave. 

Prieſt. Stand, Sirrah, what art thou? 

rich. Be St. Patrick Meſter, is poor Iri/oman, is a 
leufter. | 

Prieſt. Sirrah, Sirrah, you're 2 damn'd Rogue, you 
have kill d a Man he re, and rifled him cf all that he has; 
**þlood you Rogue deliver, or I'il not leave you ſo much 
as a Hair above your ſhoulders, you whoreſon Iriſh 
Dog. [ Robs him. 

Iris. We's me St. Patrick, Iſe kill my Maſter for 
ſhain and his Ring, and now's be rob of all, me's undo. 

Prieſt. Avant you Raſcal, go Sirrah, be walking. 
Come Dell, the Devil Laughs when one Thief robs a- 
nother; come Wench, we'll to St. Aan, and revet 
iu our Power, my brave Girl. 

Doll. O thou art old Sir Fehr when all', done i'faith. 

(Ex tunt. 
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4 Enter the Iriſhman auith the Hoſt of the Howſe. 

Trish. Be metro Maſter is poor Iriſbman, is want lud- 

| Ing, is kave no Mney, is ſtarve and cold, good Maſter 
give her ſome Meat, is famiſe and the. 

Hef. Faith Fellow I have no Lodging, but what I 
| keep for my Gueſts ; as for Meat thou fhalt have as 

much as there is, and if thou wilt lie in the Barn, there's. 
fair Straw, and Room enough. | 

1ri/5. Is tank my Maſter hertily. 
Hol. Ho, Robin. 
SF Rb. Who calls? 
Het. Shew this poor 1ri/>man to the Barn, go Sirrah, 
Enter Ca: rier and Kate. 

Cub. Who's within here? who looks to the Horſes ? 

Das hat, here's fine Work, the Hens in the Manger and 

the Hogs in the Litter, a bots found you all, here's a 

Houſe well lookt to i'faith, 

Kate, Mas Goff Club, Ile very cawd. 

Club. Get in, Kate, get in to the Fire and warm thee, ® 

Jahn Oſiler? 

' Hz. What, Gaffer Club, welcome to St. Albans, 

How does all Friends in Lanca/hire ? 

Club. Well, Goda Mercy Fohn, bow do's Tom, where 
js he? 
| | OFI. Tom's gone from hence, he's at the three Horſe- 

; Joaves at Stony Stratford: how do's old Dick Dun ? 
Club. Uds hat, old Dun is moyr'd in a Slough in 
. Brick<hill-lane ; a plague found it, yonder's ſuch abomi- 
nation Weather as was never ſeen, 

' Of. Uds hat Thief, have one half Peck of Peaſe and 
| Oats more for that, as Iam John Oſiler, he has been 
ever as mu a Jade as ever travelled. 
Club. Faith well ſaid, old Zack, thou art the old Lad ſtill. 
DOD. Come, Gaffer CIab, unload, unload, and get toSupper. 
Enter the Hoſt, Lord Cobham, and Harpool. 
Sir, you're welcome to this Houſe, to ſuch as 
is here with all my Heart; but I fear your Lodging will 
be the worſt, I have but two Beds, and they are both 
in a Chamber, and the Carrier and his Daughter lies in. 
' the one, and you and your Wife mult lie in the other, 
Cob. Faith, Sir, for my ſelf I do not greatly paſs, 
My Wife is weary, and would be at reſt, 
For we have travelld very far to Day. 
' 


; 


[ 
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We mult be content wich ſuch as you have. 

Hoſt; But I cannot tell how to do with your Man. 

Har. What, haſt chou never anempty Room in thy 
Houſe for me? 

Heft. Not a Bed in troth. There came a poor [ri 
man, and I lodg'd him in the Barn, where he has fair 
Straw, although he have nothing elle. 

Har. Well, mine Hoft, I prithee help me to a pair of 
clean Sheets. and I'll go lodge with him. 

Heft. By the Maſs that thou ſhalt, a good pair of hem 
pen Sheets were ne'er Jain in: come. [ Exeunt. 

Eater Conſtable, Mayor, and Watch. 

Mayor. What, have you ſearch'd the Town? 

Con. All the Town Sir, we have not left a Houſe un- 
ſearch'd that uſes to lodge. 

Mayor. Surely my Lord of Rocheſter was then deceiv' d, 
Or ill informed of Sir Fohn Oldcafthe ; 

Or if he came this way, he's paſt the Town, 
He · could not elſe have eſcap'd you in the Search. 

Con. The privy Watch hath been abroad all Night, 
And not a Stranger lodgeth in the Town | 
But he is known, only a luſty Prieſt 
We found a-bed with a pretty Wench, 

That ſays ſhe is his Wits, yonder at the Shears ; 
But we have charg'd the Holt with his forth coming 
To morrow Morning. - 

Mayor. What think you beſt to do? 

Con. Faith, Mr. Mayor, here's a few ſtragling Houſes 
beyond the Bridge, and a little Inn where Carriers uſe to 
lodge. altho' I think ſurely he would ne'er lodge there 
but we'll go ſearch, and the rather becauſe there came 
Notice to the "Town ths laſt Night of an 7r:;#man, that 
had done a Murther, whom we are to make ſearch for. 

Major. Come I pray you and be circumſpect. | Exeunt. 

Con, Firſt beſet the Houſe, before you begin to ſearch. 

Of. Content, every Man take a ſeveral Place. 

[ Noiſe within. 
Keep, keep, ſtrike him down there, down with him. 
Enter Conſtable with the Iriſhman in Harpool's Apparel. 

Con. Come you villainous Heretick, tell us where 
your Maſter is. 

Lig. Vat Meſter 2 

Mayor. 
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Mayor. Vat Meſter? you counterfeit Rebel? This 
ſhall not ſerve your Turn. NR 

Triſh, Be Sent Patrick I ha no Meſter. 

Con, Where's the Lord Cobham, Sir Fohn Oldcaſtle, 
that lately eſcaped out of the Tower ? 

Irihh. Vat Lord Cobham? 

Mayor. You Counterfeit, this ſhall! ric: ſerve you, 
we'll torture you, we'll make you confeis where that 
arch Heretick is. Come bind him faſt. 

Tri. Ahone, ahone, ahone, a Cree. 

Con. Ahone you crafty Raſcal ? [Exeunt. 

Lord Cobham comes out flealing in his Gown. 

Cob. Harpool, Harpool, I hear a marvellous Noiſe 
about the Houle, God warrant us, I fear we are pur- 
fu'd ; what, Harpool ? 

Har. within] Who calls there ? 

Cob. Tis I, doſt thou not hear a Noiſe about the 
Houſe ? 

Har. Yes marry do. I, zounds I cannot find my 
Hoſe ; this {ri Raſcal that lodg'd with me all Night, 
hath ſtoln my Apparel, and has left me nothing but a 
lowſy Mantle, and a = of Broags. Get up, get up, 
and if the Carrier and his Wench be aſleep, change you 
with him as he hath dons With me, and fee if he can 


ſcape. 


Noiſe heard about the Houſe a pretty æobile, then enter 
the Conſtable meeting Harpool in the Iriſhman”s Apparel. 


Con. Stand cloſe, here comes the 1; man that did: 
the Murther, by all Tokens this. is he. 

Major. And perceiving the Houſe beſet, would get. 
away; ſtand, Sur. h. | | 

Har. What art thou that bid& me fland ? 

Can. I am the Officer, and am come to ſearch for 
an Iriman, ſuch a Villain as thyſelf thou haſt mur- 
ther'd a Man this laſt Night by the %-gh-way.. 

Har. Sblood Conſtable art che, nad? Am I an 
Iriman? E 
Mayr. Sirrah we'll find you an Iriſman before we 
r pee 
Lay hotd upon him. 
Con. Make him faſt, O thou bloody Rogue! 
; s Enter 
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Enter Lord Cobham and his Lady, in the Carrier and 
Mench's Apparel. 

Cob. What will theſe Oſtlers ſleep all Day? 
Good morrow, good morrow, come Wench, come; 
Saddle, Saddle, now afore God two fair Days, ha ? 
Con. Who goes ame =; 13 

Mayor. O tis Lancaſhire Carrier, let t X 

Cob. Wh? el no body ope the Gates here ! 
Come, let's int Stable to look for our Capons. 

[Exeunt Cobham and his Lady. 

ub. Hoſt, why Oſtler? [The Carrier calling. 
..Zwooks here's ſuch abomination pos weed of Boys: 
A Pox of this Pigſty at the Houſe end, 
It fills all the Houſe full of Fleas, Oſtler, Oſtler. 

Ot. Who calls there? what would you have? 

Club. Zxwooks, do you rob your Gueſts ? | 
Do you lodge Rogues, and Slaves, and Scoundrels, ha? 
They ha' ſtol'n our Cloaths here? why Ofller ? 

Of. A murren choak you, what a bawling you keep, 

Hot. How now ? what would the Carrier have; 
Look up there. | 

Of. They ſay the Man and the Woman that lay by 
them, have ſtoln their Cloaths. 

Haft. What are the ſi. ;. Folks up yet that came 
in Yeſter Night ?. 

Con. What mine Hoſt, up ſo early? 

Hoſt. What Mr. Mayor, and Mr. Conſtable ? 

Mayor. We are come to ſeek for ſome ſuſpected Per- 
ſons, and ſuch as here we found have apprehended. 


Enter Carrier and Kate, in Cobham and Ladies Apparel. 


Cob. Who comes here? 

Club. Who comes here? A plague found ome, you 
bawl quoth a, ods hat I'll torfwear your Houſe ; you 
lodg'd a Fellow and his Wife by us, that ha' run 
away with our Pazrel, and left us ſuch Gew-Gaws 
here; come Ka? come to me, thowſe dizeard y'faith, 

Mayor. Mine Hoſt know you this Man ? „ 

Hoſt. Ves, Maſter Mayor, I'll give my Word for him, 
why Neighbour Club, how comes this Gear about? 

Kate. Now a foul on't, I cannot make this Gew,gaw 
ſang on my Head. 


Con. 


* 
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Con. How come this Man and Woman thus attired ? 
17 Heie c:me a Man and Woman hither this 

laſt Night, which I did take for ſubſtantial People, 

and lodg'd all in one Chamber bu theſe Folks; me- 
thinks e been fo bold to change Apparel, and 
gone away this Morning e'er they role. 

Mayor. That was that Traitor O/dcafile that thus 
eſcapt us, make hue and cry after him, keep faſt the 
! Rebel his Servant there; farewel mine 

_ 


_ Come Kate Owwdham, thou and Iſe trimly dis 
zard. 

Kate. T'faith neam Club, Tie wot ne'er what to do. 
Iſe be fo flouted and fo ſhouted at; and by th' Maſs 
Ile cry. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Cobham and his Lady diſguis d. 

Cob. Come, Madam, happily eſcap'd, here let us fit; 

'This Place is far remote from any Path, 

And here awhile our weary Limbs may reft 

To take refreſhing, free from the purſuit 

Of envious Rocheſter. 

IL. Cob. But where, my Lord, 

Shall we find reſt for our diſquiet Minds? | 
There "dwell untamed Thoughts that hardly ſtoop, 
To ſuch abaſement of diſdained page: 


We were not wont to travel thus by Night, 

Eſpecially on Foot. 

Cob, No matter Love, Extremities admit no better 
cl - 1 : 


And were it not for thee, fay froward time 
Impos'd a great Task, I would efleem it 
As lightly as the Wind that blows upon us, 
But in thy ſufferance I am doubly taskt ; 
Thon waſt not wont to have the Earth thy Stool, 
Nor the moiſt dewy Graſs thy Pillow, nor 
Thy Chamber to be the wide Horizon, | 

IL. Cob, How can it ſeem a trouble, having you 
A Parner with me, in the worſt I feel? | 
No, gentle Lord, your Preſence would give eaſe 
To Death itſelf, ſhould he now ſeize upon me. $2 
| [ Here's Bread and Cheeſe, and a Bottle. 
Behold what my foreſight hath underta'en Ds,” 


E For 
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For fear we faint they are but homely Cates, 

Yet ſawc'd with Hunger, they may ſeem as ſweet 
As greater Dainties we are wont to taſte, | | 
ob, Praiſe be to him, whoſe Plenty ſends both this 

And all things elſe our mortal Bodies need : 

Nor ſcorn we this poor feeding, nor the State 

We now are in, for what is it on Earth, 

Nay under Heav'n, continues at a ſtay ? 

Ebbs not the Sex, when it hath overflown ? 

Follows not Darkneſs, when the Day is gone? 

And ſee we not ſometimes the Eye of Heav'n 

Dim'd with o'er-flying Clouds? There's not that work 
Of careful Nature, or of cunning Art, 

How ſtrong, how beauteous, or how rich it be, 

But falls in time to ruin, Here, gentle Madam, 

In this one Draught I waſh my Sorrow down. [ Drinks: 

L. Cob. And I, encouraged with your chearful Speech, 
Will do the like. | 

Cob. Pray God poor Harpoo! come, 

If he ſhould fall into the Biſhop's Hands, 

Or not remember where we bad him meet us, 
Tt were the thing of all things elſe, that now 
Cou'd breed revolt in this new peace of Mind. 

L. Cob. Fear not, my Lord, he's witty to deviſe, 
And ſtrong to execute a pretent ſhift. 

Cob. That Power be fill his Guide hath guided us. 
My drowſy Eyes wax heavy ; early riſing, 

Together with the Travel we have had, 
Makes me that I could take a Nap, 
Were I perſuaded we might be ſecure. 

L. Cob. Let that depend on me, whilſt you do ſlcep, 
I'll watch that no Misfortune happen us. 
4 Cob. I ſball, dear Wife, be too much trouble to 

ee. 

L. Cob. Urge not that, 

My Duty binds me, and your Love commands, 
I would I had the skill with tuned Voice 

To draw on ſleep with ſome ſweet Melody. 
But imperfection and unaptneſs too 

Are both repugnant: Fear inſerts the one, 
The other Nature hath denied me uſe. 

But what talk I of Means, to purchaſe that 


go 
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Is freely happen'd ? Sleep with gentle Hand, 

Hath ſhut his Eye-lids. O victorious Labour, 
How ſoon thy Pow'r can charm the Body's Senſe ? 
And now thou likewiſe climb'ſt unto my Brain, 
Making my heavy Temple ſtoop to thee. 

Great God of Heaven — Danger keep us free. 


Enter Sir Richard Lee, and his Mer. 


Lee. A Murther cloſely done, and in my Ground ? 
Search carefully, if any where it were, 

This obſcure "Thicket is the likelieſt Place. 

Ser, Sir, I found the Body ſtiff with cold, 
And mangled cruelly with many Wounds. 

Lee. Look if thou know'ſt him, turn his Body up- 
Alack, it is my Son, my Son and Heir, | 
Whom two Years fince I ſent to Ireland, 

To practiſe there the Diiciphne of War, 

And coming home, for ſo he wrote to me, 

Some ſavage Heart, ſome bloody deviliſh Hand, 
Either in hate. or thirſling-for his Coin, 

Hath here ſluc'd out his Blood. Unhappy hour, 

A curſcd Place, but moſt unconſtant Fate, 

That hadit reſerv'd him from the Bullets fire, 

And ſuffer'd Lim to ſcape the Wood-kerns fury, 
Didft he erdain the 'Treaſute of his Life, 

Even hee within the Arms of tender Peace, 

To be conſum'd by Treaſon's waſteful Hand? 

And which is moſt afflicting to my Soul, 

That this his Death and Murder ſhould be, wrought 
Without the Knowledge by whoſe means twas done. 

2 Ser. Net ſo, Sir, I have found the Authors of it, 
See where they fit, and in their bloody Fiſts 
The fatal Inſtruments of Death and Sin. 

Lee. Juſt Judgment of that Power, whoſe gracious 

Eye, 
Loathing the ſight of ſuch a heinous Fact. 
Dazling their Senſes with benumming Sleep, 
Till their unhallowed Treachery was known. 
Awake ye Monſters, Murtherers awake, 
Tremble for Horror, - bluſh you cannot chuſe, 


Bebolding this unhuman Deed of yours. | 1 
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Cob. What mean you, Sir, to trouble weary Souls, 
And interrupt us of our quiet Sleep? 

Lee. O geviliſh! can you boaſt unto yourſelves 
Of quiet Sleep, having within your Hearts 
The Guilt of Murther waking, that which cries 
Deafs the loud Thunder, and ſolicits Heaven 
With more than Mandrake's Shrieks for your Offence ? 

L. Cob. What Murther ? You upbraid us wrongfully: 

Lee. Can you deny the Fact? See you not here 
The Body of my Son by you miſdone ? 

Look on his Wounde, look on his Purple Hue: 

Do we not find you where the Deed was done ? 
Were not your Knives faſt clofed in your Hands ? 

Is not this Cloth an Argument beſide, 

Thus ſtain'd and ſpotted with his innocent Blood? 
Theſe ſpeaking CharaQers, were there nothing elſe 

To plead againſt ye, would convict ye both. 

To Hartford with them, where the *Sizes now-are kept, 
Their Lives ſhall anſwer for my Son's loſt Life. 

Cob. As we are innocent, ſo we may ſpeed. 

Lee. As I am wrong'd, ſo may the Law proceed. | Exeunt 
Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter, Conflable of St. Alban's with 
Prieſt, Doll, and the Iriſhman in Harpool's Apparel. 

Rach. What intricate Confuſion have we here? 

N ot two Hours ſince we apprehended one 

In Habit 1r;4, but in Speech not ſo ; 

And now you bring another, that in Speech is 1-56, 
But in Habit Egli: Yea, and more than ſo, 
The Servant of that Heretick Lord C:bham. 

Iriſh. Fait, me be no Servant of de Lort C:bham, 
Me be Mack Chane of Ulſter. 

Roch. Otherwiſe call'd Harpool of Kent; go to, Sir: 
You cannot blind us with your broken Tri. 

Prieſt, Truſt me, ſaid Biſhop, whether 1-4 or Engliſb, 
Harpool, or not Harpool ; that I leave to the Trial: 
But ſure I am, this Man by Face and Speech, 

Is he that murder'd young Sir Richard Lee: 

I met him preſently upon the Fatt ; 

And that he flew his Maſter for that Gold, 
Thoſe Jewels, and that Chain I took from him. 

Roch. Well, our Affairs do call us back to London; 
So that we cannot proſecute the Cauſe 1 
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As we defire to do, therefore we leave 

The Charge with you, to ſee they are convey'd 

To Hartford Size : Both this Counterfeit, - 
And you, Sir Fohn of Wrotham, and your Wench, 
For you are culpable as well as they, 

Though not for Murther. yet for Felony. 

But fince you are the means to bring to light 

This graceleſs Murther, ye ſhall bear with you 

Our Letters to the Judges of the Bench, 

To be your Friends in what they lawful may. 
Prieſt. I thank your Lordſhip. : [ Exeunt. 


Enter Goaler, bringing forth Lord Cobham. 


Goal. Bring forth the Priſoners, ſee the Court prepar'd, 
The Juſtices are coming to the Bench: 
So, let him ſtand, away and fetch the reſt. [ Exit, 
Cob. O give me Patience to endure this Scourge, 
Thou that art Fountain of that virtuous Stream, 
And tho' Contempt of Witneſs, and Reproach 
Hang on theſe Iren Gyves, to preſs my Life 
As low as Earth, yet ſtrengthen me with Faith, 
That I may mount in Spirit above the Clouds, 


Enter Goaler, bringing in Lady Cobham and Harpool. 


Here comes my Lady, Sorrow, tis for her 

Thy wound is grievous, elſe I ſcoff at thee. 

What, and poor Harpoo ! art thou i'th' Briars too? 
Har. I'faith, my Lord, I am in, get out how I can, 
L. Cob. Say, gentle Lord, for now we are alone, 

And may confer, ſhall we confeſs in brief, 

Of whence, and what we are, and fo prevent 

The Acculation is commenc'd againſt us! _ 

Cob. What will that helpus ? Being known, ſweet Love, 

We ſhall for Herefie be put to Death, 

For ſo they term the Religion we profeſs. 

No, if we dye, let this our Comfort be, 

That of the Guilt impos'd our Souls are free. 

Har. Ay, ay, my Lord, Harpool is fo reſolv'd, 

I wreak of Death thele's, in that I die i 

Not by the Sentence of that envious Prieſt. 

L. Cab. Well, be it then according as Heavens pleaſe 


Enter 
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2 nter Lord Fudge, Fuffices, Mayor of Se. Albans, Lord 
Powis, and bi Lady, old Sir Richard Lee: The Jaage 
and Fuſtices take their Places. 


Judge. Now, Mr. Mayor, what Gentleman i is that, 
You bring with you, upon the Bench ? 

Mayor. The Lord Poruis, if it like your Honour, 

And this his Lady, travelling toward Wales ; 
Who, for they lodg'd laſt Night within my Houfe, 
And my Lord Biſhop did lay wait for ſuch, 

Were very willing to come on with me, 

Left for their Sakes, Suſpicion we might wrong. 

Fudge. We cry your Honour Mercy, good my 1 
Will'tpleaſe you take your Place. Madam, your Lady ſhip | 
May here, or where you will, ſe your ſelf, 
Untill this Buſineſs, now in H ink; be paſt. | 

L. Pow. I will withdraw i into ſome other Room, 

So that your Lordſhip and the reſt be pleas'd. 

Judge. With all our Hearts: Attend the Lady there. 

Poxw. Wife, I have ey'd yon Pris'ners all this while, 
And my Conceit deth tell me, tis our Friend, 

The noble Cobham, and his virtuous Lady. 

L. Pow. T think noleſs, are they ſuſpected forehis further 

Pow, What it means 
I cannot tell, but we ſhall know anon: 

Mean time, as yew paſs by them, ask the queſtion, 
But do it ſecretly you be not ſeen, 
And make ſome ſign, that I know your Mind. 

[A. /he paſſes over the Stage by them. 

I. Poro. My Lord Colne / Madam ? 

Cob. No Cobbam now, nor Madam, as you love us, 
But John of Lancaſhire, and Joan his Wife. 

Ii. Pow. O tell, what is it that our love can do 
To pleaſure you, for we are bound to C 

Cob. Nothing but this ; that you conceal our names; 
So, gentle Lady, paſs for being ſpied. 

L. Pow. My Heart I leave, to bear Part of your Grief. | 

[Exit. 

Judge. Call the Priſoners to the Bar: Sir Richard Lee, 
What Evidence can you bring againſt thoſe People, 
To prove them guilty of the Murther done ? 


| 
' 
| 
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Lee. This bloody Towel, and theſe naked Knives, 


Beſide, we found em fitting by the Place 
Where the dead Body lay within a Buſh. 


Judge. * anſwer you why Law ſhould not pro- 
ce | 


According to this Evidence given in, 
'To tax ye with the Penalty of Death ? 
Cob, That we are free * Murther's very Thought, 
And know not how the Gentleman was ſlain. 
1 7u/?. How came this Linnen-Cloth fo bloody then? 
L. Cob. My Huſband, hot with trayelling, my Lord, 
His Noſe guſh'd out a bleeding, that was it. 
2 Juſt. But how came your ſharp-edg'd Knives un- 
ſheath'd ? | 
L. Cob. To cut ſuch ſimple Victuals as we had. 
Judge. Say we admit this Anſwer to thoſe Articles, 
What made you in ſo private a dark Nook, 
So far remote from any common Path, 
As was the Thicket where the dead Corps was thrown ? 
Cob. Journeying, my Lord, from London from the 
erm, 
Down into Lancaſbire, where we do dwell ; 
And what with Age and Travel being faint, 
We gladly ſought a Place where we might reſt 
Free from Reſort of other Paſſengers, 
And ſo we ſtray'd into that ſecret Corner. 
Judge. Theſe are but Ambages to drive off Time, 
Aud linger juſtice from her purpos'd End. 
But who are theſc? 


Enter Conflable <vith 430 Triſhman, Prieft, and Doll. 


Con. Stay. Judgment, and releaſe thoſe Innocents, 
For here is he whoſe Hand hath done the Deed - 
For which they ſtand indicted at the Bar; is 
This Savage Villain, this rude 1r:/6 Slave 
His Tongue already hath confeſs'd the Fact, 

And here is Witneſs to confirm as much 

Prieſt. Yes, my good Lord, no ſconer had he ſlain 
His loving Maſter tor the Wealth he had; 

But I upon the Inſtant met with him: 
And what he purchas'd with the Loſs of Blocd 
With Strokes I preſently bcreav'd him of, 
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Some of the which is ſpent, the reſt remaining, 
I willingly ſurrender to the Hands 
Of old Srr Richard Lee, as being his : 
Befide, my Lord Judge, I greet your Honour 
With Letters from my Lord of Rocheſter. 
[ Delivers them. 
Lee. Is this the Wolf, whoſe thirſty Throat did drink 
My dear Son's Blood ? Art thou the Snake - 
He cheriſh'd, yet with envious piercing Sting 
AfſaiFd'ft him mortally ? Wer't not that the Law 
Stands ready to revenge thy Cruelty : 
Traitor to God, thy Maſter, and to me, 
Theſe Hands ſhou'd be thy Executioner, - 


Fudge. Patience, Sir Richard Lee, you ſhall have 


uſtice. 
The ral! is odious, therefore take him hence, 
And being hang'd until the Wretch be dead, 
His Body after ſhall. be hang'd in Chains 
Near to the Place where he did act the Murder, 
Iriſb. Prethee, Lord Shudge, let me have mine own 
Cloaths, my Strouces there, and let me be hang'd in a 
Wyth after my Country the Vi Faſhion. [Exit, 
Fudge. Go to, away with him: And now, Sir Fobn, 
Although by you this Murder came to Light, 
Yet upright Law will not hold you excus'd ; 
For you did rob the [ri man, by which 
You ſtand attaintea here of Felony : 
Befide, you have been lewd, and many Years 
Led a laſcivious, unbeſeeming Life. 
Prieft. O but, my Lord, Sir John repents, and he 
will mend. 
Judge. In Hope thereof, together with the Favour 
My Lord of Rocheſter intreats for you, 
We are content you ſhall be proved. | 
Prieſ. I thank your Lordſhip. 5 
Judge. Theſe falſly here accus'd, and brought 
In Peril wrongfully, we in like Sort do ſet at Liberty. 
Lee. And for Amends, , 


Touching the Wrong unwittingly I have done, 
I give theſe few Crowns. 


Fudge. Your Kindneſs merits Praiſe, Sir Richard Lee: 


So tet us hence. [Exeunt all but Powis aud Cobham, 
Pi. 
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Pow. But Poxwis flill 4" ſtay, 
'There yet remains a Part of that true Love 
He owes his noble Friend unſatisfy'd 
And unperform'd, which firſt of all doth bind me 
To gratulate your Lordſhip's ſafe Delivery: 
And then intreat, that ſince unlook'd for thus 
We here are met, your Honour would vouchfafe 
To ride with me to ales, where though my Power, 
(Though not to quittance thoſe great Benefits 
I have receiv'd of you) yet both my Houſe, 
My Purſe, my Servants; and what elſe I have 
Are all at your Command. Deny me not, 
I know the Biſhop's- Hate purſues you ſo, 


As there's no Safety in abiding here. 


Cob, = true, my Lord, and God forgive him for 


Pow. Then let us hence, you ſhall be 8 pro- 
vided 
Of luſty Geldings : and once entred Males, 
Well may the Biſhop hunt, but ſp?ght his Face, 
* never more ſhall have the Game in Chace. 
[ Exenrt. - 
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Pow. But Poxwis flill muſt ſtay, 

There yet remains a Part of that true Love 

He owes his noble Friend unſatisfy'd 

And unperform'd, which firſt of all doth bind me 

To gratulate your Lordſhip's ſafe Delivery: 

And then intreat, that ſince unlook'd for thus 

We here are met, your Honour would vouchſafe 

To ride with me to Vales, where though my Power, 

(Though not to quittance thoſe great Benefits 

I have receiv'd of you) yet both my Houſe, 

My Purſe, my Servants, and what elſe I have 

Are all at your Command, Deny me not, 

I know the Biſhop's: Hate purſues you ſo, 

As there's no Safety in abiding here. 

Cob. Tis true, my Lord, and God forgive him for 


3. 
Pow. Then let us hence, you ſhall be ſtraight pro- 
vided 
Of luſty Geldings : and once entred ales, 
Well may the Biſhop hunt, but ſp?ght his Face, 
„Ile never more ſhall have the Game in Chace. 
| [ Exenurt. 


